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POEMS AND LYRICS. 



TIME'S CHANGES. 

Like mist upo' the lea, 

An' like nicht npo' the plain, 
Auld age comes o'er the heart 

Wi* dolour an* wi* pain. 
Blithe yoQth is like a smile, 

Sae mirthfd' an' sae brief ; 
Syne wrinkles on the cheek 

Come like frost npo' the leaf. 

O I war I yonng again, 

War my heart as glad an' free, 
An' war my foot as firm 

As it was wont to be, — 
I wad in youth rejoice 

Mair than I yet ha'e dune : 
Tis a happy, happy time, 

But it passes unco sune. 
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TIMES S CHANGES. 

Frae a distant stranger land 

I cam' to sit again 
In the hame that sheltered me 

Ere I gaed across the main : 
But its wa's war lyin* low, 

An* the bonnie tree that grew 
By that couthie hamestead*s door, 

Like mysel', was withered noo. 

I sought my youthfu* friend, — 

His heart was deadly cauld : 
He had lost the gamesome glee 

O' the merry days o' anld. 
He took my o£Per'd hand, 

But he scarcely raised his e'e ; 
An* a chill cam' o'er my heart — 

There was nae place there for me. 

I sought a maiden's hame 

Whom I had lo'ed in youth ; 
But nae maiden noo was there — 

She had slighted luve an' truth : 
I fand her wi' the bairn 

0' anither on her knee ; 
An' I tutn'd an' cam* awa' 

Wi' a tear*drap in my e'e. 
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time's chamoes. 

Whan nay blither's ha* I sought — 

Wha had sleepit en my breast 
Whan we baith war bairns young — 

I fand he was at rest : 
An' my sisters^ dearly lo'ed, 

War awa' amang the lave, 
Aneath the chilly mools 

In a cauld but peacefu'-^grave. 

I sought the broomy howes 

Whar I was wont to gang 
When the flowers were buskit a' — 

When the simmer days war lang : 
But as I sat me doon 

Aside the wator-fa*, 
A shadow as o' age 

Grew dark upo' them a'. 

A spreadin' tree was there> 

Which I in youth had set 
Beside the gowany green^ 

Whar the neebor bairns met. 
There war bees on ilka bud. 

An' birds on ilka spray, 
An' its leafy head was green, 

While mine was frosted grey. 
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TIME S CHANGES. 

The buroie blithely ran, 

An' the linti^ lilted sweet — 
The laverock was on hie ; 

Bat moumin' I did greet : 
For I fand I couldna lo'e 

What I lo'ed a mirthfti* boy ; 
As the heart that dwalls in pam 

Grows without a wish for joy. 

It wasna like the time 

When singin' I ha'e run 
Whar the bluebell an* the brekan 

Lay beekin* in the sun ; 
Ori to catch the gUmoin' tront; 

Ha'e waded in the bum, 
While my blue-e'ed neel^r lassie 

My faither's kye wad turn. 

I thocht the hills war changed! — 

The brown an' bonnie hills ; 
An' the woods, sae fu' o' sang, 

An' the wimplin' mountain rills : 
But nae years could alter them, 

Sae the thocht was vanitie ; 
An' my bosom whisper'd laigh, 

'< The change is a' in theeJ' 
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TIME 6 GHAKeSS. 

I sought the nameleflg grave 

Whar my mither's hanes did lie — 
Whar the Hps that pray'd for me '. 

War dost an' ashes dry : 
I thocht that kirkyard mould 

Might on me pity take ; 
But the very grave was gane — 

O I my heart is like to break. 

An' I am sittin' noo 

Upo' the kirkyard wa', 
An' gloamings ghaistly veil 

Upo' the earth doth fa'. 
The dud o' nicht is mirk ; 

But there's darker gloom on me — 
The gloom o' friendless hearts : 

Wi' tears I canna see. 

A waefu' thing it is 

To ha'e to live o'er lang — 
To see my trusted friends . 

Awa' an' la'e me gang — 
To find my youthfu' heart, 

Wi' eild grow like a stane — 
To ken that on the earth 

I'm left, an' left alane I 
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time's changes. 

My auld een winna greet. 

When their day o' life is past ; 
For the wishes o' my heart 

Are ayont the world cast : 
My feet are in the grave, 

An' I'm sinkin' slowly doon ; 
An' the grass will diortly grow 

My weary head abime. 

O, war that moment come I 

O, war that moment gane ! 
O, war the speerit flown 

Frae this mortal flesh an' bane I 
War my coffin in the yird, 

An' my sanl to God awa', 
I worshippin' wad say, 

« May Thou be bless'd for a' I " 
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THE GERMAN BALLAD-SINOBR. 

Like a passing bird witii a sweet wild scmg» 

Thou hast come to my native land ; 
And^amid the noisy erowded streets 

Of the stranger thou dost stand : 
And thou ponrest fortJi a ballad lay, ^ 

Of the land where the laden vine 
Dips its rich ripe fmit and its sheltering leaves 

In thine own beloved BUneu 

Tis a song of the deeds of odier times'— 

Of the proud high hearts of old ; 
Whieh thy mother diine in&nt eyes to elose;. 

At the gloaming often told : ... 

Of a craggy steep, and a castle strong— 

Of a warder drunk with wine ; 
And a valorous knight, and his ladye4ove,f-» 

By thine own beloved BUae. 
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THK OBBMAM BALLAD-glNOER. 

Proud singer I I see thy flashing eyes, — 

Thoa art thinking on that river ; 
The rash of its waters deep and strong, 

Shall dwell in thine ears for ever : 
Thon art sitting in dreams hy that stream afar, 

And a fresh bright wreath you twine — 
Of the happy flowers that for ever blow, 

By thine own beloved Rhine. 

Thou hast changed thy song to a soft low strain. 

And thy cheeks ore wet with tears ; 
The home of thy youth in thy feither-land, «. 

'Neath its sheltering tree appears, — 
And thou seest thy parents far away, 

And thy sister. loved like mine, 
O I they long for thee as thou for them. 

And thine own beloved Rhine. 

Thy song is done — we are parted now — 

And may never meet again ; 
But, wandering boy, thou has touch'd a heart. 

And thy song was not in vain : 
Gtod's blessings on thee, poor minstrel boy. 

May a happy lot be thine !-« 
May thy heart go uncormpted back^ 

To thine own beloved Rhine I 
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THE EXILirS SONG. 

Tms land is rieh*^bftith tree mi' bower, 

An' hill an' plaint ace eoyer^d o'er 

Wi' flow'rs o* moniet monie dtes. 

Till maist it seema a paradise^ 

Where Lore an' Bwaty make Iheir hame 

Beside ilk flowin' sUrer stream-* 

I ken the land is heavenlie : 

But O I its nae my ain eeuntrie ! 

Thae hills are green — ^nae heather there 
Waves in the caller momin' air — 
Fu' pleasantly thae streamlets rin ; 
But O I they want the cheerfu' din 
O' hame's sweet bums, that ever sung 
To me, my ain, my mountain tongue-^ 
I ken the land is fair to see ; 
But O I it's nae my ain oountrie I 
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10 THE exile's song. 

The bonnet doesna hap the brow — 
The pUiidie wraps na bosoms trae — 
The harp's sweet tones 'mang echoes stray 
Whar I wad like the pipes to play — 
The nightingale sings a' night lang 
Whar I wad like the throstle's sang — 
The land is fair as fair can be — 
But O I it's nae my ain conntrie I 

Whan Mirth's warm voice is laughin' hie 
The grane o' Care doth damitin' me — 
I canna rest, I canna smile, 
Awa' frae yonder rocky isle : 
An exile's waefii' ^e is mine, 
Wha for his hame doth ever pine — 
My heart is sick, an' I will dee 
If I win na to my ain countrie ! 
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THE AULD BEGGAR MAN. 

The Auld Beggar Man is a hearty aiild cock ; — 
Wi' Ids sair-tatter'd rags an his mudde meal-pock, 
He lives like a king in the midst o' the l.an' — 
He's a slee pawkie bodie the Auld Beggar Man. 

He has a white pow an* a fresh ruddy cheek, 
For there's Sabbath to him ilka day o' the week ; 
An' he daunders aye onward the best way be can — 
He's a cantie bit carle the Auld Beggar Man. 

The gudewife sets his chair by the clear ingle-side, 
Whar his feet may g^ow warm an' his claes may be dried ; 
Syne the hale kintra's clashes he screeds them a£F han' — 
He's a gabbin' bit birkie, the Auld Beggar Man. 

Wi' the gudeman he cracks about cattle an' com, — 
Whether this rig or that ane the best crap has borne ; 
How uts up hae risin' an owsen hae fe'n — 
Like a beuk he can argue, the Auld Beggar Man. 
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12 TH£ AULD BIeGOAR MAX. 

The bairnies crowd round him his stories to hear, 
While maistly the wee things are swarfin' wi* fear 
An' he tells them how witches wi* Auld Clootie ban, 
Till they creep to the knee o' the Anld Beggar Man. 

« He's ane o' ear aut fonk^" the lasses aye siQr, 
Whan their wooers drap in at the close o' the day ; 
Sae he hears them mak* up ilka Ibvin' bit ^mi — 
He's an anld-larrant bodie, the Anld Beggar Man. 

When the supper is dune, an' the grace has been said, 
'Mang the strae in the bam is the auld bodie's bed — 
There he sleeps like a tap ttU the brak' o' the dawn — 
He's hale at the heart yet, die A^d Beggar Man. 

Wi' his staff in his hand, and his pock on his back, 
He stoiters through life on a rough staney track ; 
His days whiles are dowie, but sin' they began 
He has trusted in Heaven, the Auld Beggar Man. 
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THE BONNIE ROWAN BUSH. 

Q The bonnie rowan bush 

. IiL yon lane crien — 
Whare the bnmie clear doth gush 

In yon lane glen ; 
My head is white an' auld, 
An' my bluid is thin an' cauld, — 
But I lo'e the bonnie rowan bush 
In yon lane glen. 

My Jeanie first I met 

In yon lane glen — 
Whan the. grass wi' dew was wet 

In yon lane glen ; 
The mune was shinin' sweet, 
An' our hearts wi' luve did beat, — 
By the bonnie, bonnie, rowan bush 
In yon lane glen. 
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14 THE BONNIE ROWAN BUSH. 

O ! she promised to be mine *^ 
In yon lane glen ; 

Her heart she did resign 

A 

In yon lane glen ; 
An' monie a happy day 
Did o'er ns pass away, 
Beside the bonnie rowan bnsh 

In yon lane glen. 

Sax bonnie Jbaims had we 

In yon lane glen — 
/\..^i.^;f^Lads an' lasses yonng an' spree 
In yon lane glen ; 
An' a blither family 
Than our's there cOndna' be, 
Beside the bonnie rowan bush 
In von lane glen. 
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Noo my auld wife 's gane awa' 

Frae yoib lane glen ; 
An' tho' simmer sweet doth fa' 

A 

On yon lane glen, 
To me its beauty 's gane, 
For alake I I sit alane, 
Beside the bonniti rowan bush 

In yon lane glen. 



dtTGoogle 



15 



THE DEATH-SONG OF HOFER. 

My hour of life is nearly past, — 

I shrink not from my doom : 
The men of many lands will make 

A pilgrim^shrine my tomb ; 
My name will be in coming time 

The watchword of the free ; 
The mountains of my rugged home 

My monuments will be. 

I have not borne a tyrant's thrall, 

But stood for liberty — 
Among our mountains and our rocks, 

Where slaves can never be : 
I stood, as stood the Switzer bold. 

When Uri's horn did swell, — 
I fought, I bled — ^my name will live 

With that of WiUiam Tell* 
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16 THE DEATH-SONG OF HOFER. 

Death I what is death in freedom's cause ? 

For thee mine own Tyrol 
Had I a thousand, thousand Hves, 

Oh I I would give the whole. 
I die, as men should proudly do, 

For home and liberty, — 
I sow the seed that yet shall grow 

And make my country free. 

Farewell my craggy native hills, 

My children all farewell : 
That Hofer was your father's name, 

Full proudly- ye may tell. 
Farewell ye mountains heart-enshrined, — 

6oD ! shield a freeman's soul I 
I die in joy — I die for thee — 

My own — my wild Tyrol. 
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CLAYMORE. 

In Scotland's caoge-^or Scotland's ginde, 
We 11 blithely shed our dearest Mnid, 
An' stand or fa' as freemen should^ 

As we hae dune afore. 
Noo proudly con^e the fiiemen on^ 
Against auld Scotland's mountain throne ; 
The sun its last on thorn hath shcme, — 

Claymore I 

We 're freemen an' maun ne'er be slaves — 
We fight for heather-cover'd graves — 
To tell yon comin' wanior-waves 

That men our mithers bore ; 
For lasses luved — ^for parents dear, 
Fourscore wad battle war it here 
An' stand like us nor think o' fear — 

Claymore I 
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18 CLAYHORE. 

They brak— they halt — ^they form ag«n— 
We weel ha'e borne the batde-etraiii : 
The girse that claithes the reekin' plain 

Is wet wi* stranger gore. 
Remember I for onr native soil. 
That a' we luve at hame may smile; 
Nerve ilka arm for bluidy toil — 

Claymore I 

We We conquered I wives an' bairns a% 
We Ve conquered ! baith for grit and sma'— 
For maid an' matron — puir and braw-— 

The bluidy darg is o'er. 
Our fathers' wappen' an' our ain> 
Thou'lt be our sons* we brawly ken — 
By foughten fields I by foemen slain ! 

Claymore ! 
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A THOUGHT. 

Yon sail on the horison's verge. 
Doth like a wandering spirit seem,— 

A shadow in a sea of light-^ 
The passing of a dream. 

A moment more and it is gone t 

We know not how — ^we know not where ; 
It came— -an instant staid— -and then 

It vanished into air. 

Such are we all— we sail awhile 

In jcjf on life's fair summer 
A moment-Hiad our bark is gone 

Into ESternity. 
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THE BOKNIB BUEILAXD HILLS. 

The bonnier MOb o\&^f^^A..Q\ 
The bonnie Hiieliiijl hSOfi. , 

There are lands an ib^ eMlhjwberejtb^ jdl>^ ^ver blooms — 
Where thd w An^U l^i^thed diQ aw^t itfiMige perfumeg ; 
But mair dear.is'lli^ blas^itke ]mi» jikq|iieiQd,tli)i|t^ chilk, 
As it wantons alang o'er om: abi J(B0telli;h9)s« 
Charus^^O I the bonnie Hieland hills, 

O I theihfeiuii^jaSriaiidbilhrr" 

The (bmafihillii i^SMiikxii Q. I 

The bQiq»i^:BMUaidJilla* - 

There are rich gowden lands wi* their skies ever fair ; 
But o' riches or beauty we mak' nae onr care ; 
Wherever we wander ae vision aye fills 
Onr hearts to the bnrstin'-- onr ain Hieland hills. 
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THB BONNIE HiBIiAND HILLS. 21 

Chorus^-^0 ! the bonnie Hieland hills, 
O I the bonnie Hieland hilk,— 
The bonnie hills o' Scotland O I 
The bonnie Hieland hills. 

In our lone and deep valleys fair maidens there are, 
Though borne hi the midst o^ the elements' war : 
O I sweet are the damsels that sing by our rills, 
As they dash to the sea firae our aan Hieland hills. 
Chorus.— O I the bonnie Hieland hills, 
O t the bonnie Hieland hills, — 
The bonnie hills o» Scotland O I 
The bonnie Hieland hills. 

On the moss-cover*d rode, wi' their broadswords in hand, 
To fight for fair freedom their sons ever stand ; 
A storm-nursed banld qnrit ilk warm bosom fills. 
That guards frae a' danger our ain Hieland hills. 
Charus^^O I the bonnie Hieland hills, 
O ! the bonnie Hieland hills,^' 
The bonnie hills o' Scotland Ol 
The bonnie Hieland hills. 
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FOREST MUSINGS. 

The gtm^ leayes wftvipg in the BEiorQii^ gule-^ 
The little birds duM; mi Ib^ir fiwdmess sing— - 

The wild-wood flowers so t«ader-eyed and pale — 
The wood-moose sitting by the forest sj^ing — 

The morning dew~-the wild bee's woodland hum, 

All woo ipy feet to Natare*s fewest h<»ne» 

*Ti8 beautiful, from some tall craggy peak 
To watch the setting of the blei^sed, sun—- 

To mark his light grow weaker, «ad more we»k, 
Till earth and sky be hid in twilight dun; 

'Tis beaatifttl to watch the earliest nay, 

That fi^[wrkli|ig corneal aonoss the oeean.grey. 

But oh I n^ore beavtitul-^moire.pasfHng sweet 
It is to wander in an hour like tihlSr- 

Where twisted branches overhead do meet, 
And gentle airs the bursting buds do kiss-^ 

Where forest-paths and glades, and thickets green, 

Make up, of flowers and leaves, a world serene. 
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To the pvce lieior^ 'lis tn^piiieni to nuurk 
The tree-topfl waring in the trism imfiihiiie^ 

To hear thy song, thou doud-embosom'd lark, 
Like tliat of soiiie Adr spirit a)l divine-^ 

To lie tipkm the forest's yehret gi'ass, 

And wiiteh the fearfnl deer in dUtsttciB'pAcis. 

O I glmi&aAf betfotSflil is ^ittth,^ 

The desalt wild— the mountain old lind hoar — 
The craggy steep, upthrown at Nature's birth — 

The sweeping ocean wave — ^the pebbled shore — 
Have much of beauty all ; but none to me 
Is like the spot Wh^« stimds the foresit-tree. 

There I <Mk muse, away ttom living men. 
Reclining peaceftdly on Nature's breast, — 

The woodbird sending up its CrOD-ward stram, 
Nursing the spirit into holy rest I 

Alone wii& God, whhin hi» forest fiuie. 

The soul can feel that all save Him is vain. 

Here it can leani-**-40iB leaim-'-4d love aQ things 
Tliat He hath made— to pity and forgive 

All fitultls^ all £iilings? Here the heart's deep springs 
Are open'd up, and aB on earth who live 
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To me grow nearer, dearor than before — 
My brother loving I my Qoi> adore. 

A deep myBterions sympatiiy doth bind 
The human heart to Nature's beauties all ; 

We know not, guess not, of its force or kind ; 
But that t^ M we know. When iJl doth fall 

Upon us — ^when oor hearts are sear'd and riven — 

We 11 sedc the forest land for peace and Heaven. 



THE SPINNING-WHEEL. 

I wiNNA sing o' bluidy deeds an' waefu' war's alarms ; 
For glancin' swords an' prancin' steeds for me possess nae 

charms; 
But I will sing o' happiness which fireside bosoms feel 
While listenin' to the birrin' soun' o' Scotland's Spinnin'- 

wheel. 

The Spinnin'-wheel I the Spinnin'-wheel I the very name is 

dear; 
It minds me o' the winter niehts, the Uithest o' the year; 
O' coiie hoars in hamdy ha's, while frosen was the weel 
In ilka bum, — ^whilelasses sangby Scotland's Spinnin'-wheel. 



y Google 



At Barfo]^b]»db9^ we lafigfam' ^aied ilk-icioiiaar we tsonld 
see, .' 

Or danced^ while loud the bagpipes rang^ the Hieland four- 
some reel : — 

There 's naething ibti^J^ljTmght. to miiid by Scotland's 
Spinnin'-wheeL 

The auld wife '%. the iugllb sits an' draws lier cannie 

threads 
It bauds her baith in milk' a^' meal, an' a' thing she can 

need: 
An' gleesome scenes jo'iottrly days upo'faer i^irit steal, 
Brought back to w|urm her widiei^d heart by Scotland's 

Spinnm'-wheel I 

O ! there is gladsome happiness, while roun' the fire are 

set 

The younkers, — ^when alpiit the baokft a happy pair are met, 

Wha wi' a silent kiss a' lure their blessed paction seal. 

While sittin' in their troth aside auld Scotland's Spinnin'- 4 

wheel! 

O I weel I lo'e the blackbirdfs song in springtime o' the 

year; 
01 weel I lo'e the wudtend'seroon^ in merry Mayto hear; 
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But o* tlieflioimWIaTeiin' joyi theiw *% aanello'e sae weel«^ 
Tliere !• naiie gae pletanil-HM liie birr o' Gkotbrnd't Spia- 
nin'-wheel. 



I DARE NOT SCORN. 

I MAY not scorn the meanest thing 
That on the earth doih crawl^-^ 

The slave who dares not burst his chain-^ 
The tyrant in his halL 

The Vile oppressor who hath made 

llie tridow'd mother moiun, 
Though worthless, soulless, he may stand*^ 

I cannot, dare not scorn. 

The darkest night that shrouds the sky 
Of beanty hadi ashaire; ^ 

The bladcest heart hath signs to tell 
That GtOD stiXk lingers th%«. 

I pity all that evil are — 
„ Ipity and Imourh; 
But the Supreme hath fashioned all, 
And oh I. i ciorenot «ooni» 
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arouse: thee soull 

Arouse thee Soul ! 
God made not thee to sleep 
Thy hour of earth, in doings nought, awa^; 

He gave thee power to keep. 
O ! <«ts6 it for Hts glory, while you may.. 
Arouse thee Soul ! 

Arouse thee Soul !' 
O I there is muoh to do^ 
For thee, if thou wouldst work for humankind-^ 

The misty future throi^^. 
A Greatness looms — 'tis mimd, awaken'd mind ! 
Arouse thee Soul ! 

Arouse thee Soul I 
Shake off thy sluggidmess . . 
As shakes the lark the dew-drop from its wing ; 

Make but one error. less, — 
One truth—- thine offering to mind^s altar bring ! 
Arouse thee Soul ! 
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Arouse thee Sonl ! 
Be what thou surely art — 
An emanation from the Deity — 

A flutter of that heart 
Which fills all Nature — sea, and earth, and sky. 
Arouse thee Soul ! 

Arouse th^e Soul ! 
And let the hody do 
Some worthy deed for human happinesai 

To join, when life is ihrougl^ : 
Unto thy name, that angels both may bless I • , 
Arouse thee fikml] 

Arouse thee- Soul! 
Leave nothings of the earth; 
And, if the body be not strong, to dare 

To blessed thoughts give birth> 
High as yon Heaven, pure as Heaven's air, - 
Arouse thefe Soul ! 

Arouse thee Soitm 

Or sleep for evermore, 
And be what all nonentities have.been^ — 

Crawl on till life is o!er.:. 
If to be ongh^ but tluis thbu^e'er dost-mean, . 
Arouse thefcIfi«®iU. ':: . :.:A 
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THE BAGPIPES; 

The bagpipe's wild music eomes o'er-the braid leaj 
An' the thoughts o' kngsyne it is briugin' to me, 
Whan the warrior's ^t on the heather was placed — 
Whan his heart an' his hand for the combat war' braced — 
Whan the free by the braye to the battle war' led, 
An' whan ilka man's hand had to ke^ his ain head, — 
Thae auld-wurld fancies my heart winna.tyne, 
O' the bauld an' ^m tme>o' the days o* langsyne^ 

Whan the bairn wag horn Haas bagpijpes war' brought ; 
The first soun' in its ears was their bauld*speakin' note ; 
An' whan forth cam' the Tartan in battle-*array, 
The proud voice o'. war aye was leadin' the way : 
An' whan dead iri' his fathers the warrior was laid,. . 
Abune his low dwaUin' the coronach. was play'd. 
In weal, as in wae^-*— amid teaH, amid wine. 
The bagpipes ay^ moned fhe. bmuld hearts o' iangsyne.. 



y Google 



30 THE BAGBlteS) &C. 

Alang the hill-side comes the dear pibroch's sound. 
An' auld Scottish thoughts from my heart are unwound : 
The days o' the past are aroun' me again — 
The hall o' the chieftain — ^the field o* the slain — 
The men o' the plaidie an' bonnet sae blue, 
Wha by Scotland, my country, stude leally an' true. 
O I the land o' the bagpipes and thistle is mine, 
Wi' its auld rousin' thoiqphte o' the days o' langsyne ! 



FADING AWAY. ^ 

A STARN shone out deep in the sky* 
Blinldn' sae cheery cheerily : 

It was seen an' luved by mony an eye— . 

That briehtest speck in the Heavens high : 

But in darkness sad the stam did die. 
My sang sings dreary drearily. 

A flowrie grew in yonder wood, 

Bloomih' sae cheeky cheerily; 

An' the Hcht o' day did round.it floO<^ 

Till briehtest amang the bricirt it stood ; 

But it faded an' wither^, leaf an' bud. 
My: salig.sings dreary drearily. 
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./Aol fraste gaed duMTjr ciheerily ; . 
Her Jipi mii i^ aa'hereeiL war! bfaie^ 

But alake I she 's dead> the maid I lo'e. 
My sang mgn drpOFy drearily. 



paithlbs&^ll£k 



Wi' poortith an* a0rroiK.nLy boaam igi Miolseh ; 

My heart, ance sae lid^t^^ls htadi 4(Mk aii^ wae ; 
An' life noo Imtb.naBthing itapula^ioi^ckeii; 

Alane an' oofiiendDi* heiicef<Hrward'<I-g^ - 
I will nae mair rejoice at the simmer's retumin' ; 
My voice will for ever be fi^lditilf' «»' tnoorfiin' : 
My youth-lichtis qnench'd thi^ saeifcrichdy^ifas bumin'- 

O I qnench'd, an' for aye^-isltMess Ellen^ by thee ! 



The cares o? cauld payertae, I cbul^ ha^e^b^sne them, 
Nor moum'd though my riches war^ iftuHa' awa' : 

The jeerso' thewarld^mygrondhdirtwadlQcom them ;- 
On me its warst flonttin' unheeded ^Wad fa' > 
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But to be by the nuoden I lo'ed sue tosaken^ 
When Adr^nity'g bli^t my young spirit was shakin'. 
Is mair than my heart can uphaiid ^dliiont V^^fti^S — 
This wae shpidd ha* come, fiutUess^EIlaiy frae thee« 



THE SICK CHILD'S DREAM. 

O ! mither, mither, my head was sair. 

An* my een wi' tears war* weet ; 
But the paitt Im gaiie.f(Hr erennmr, 

Sae mither dinna greet : 
An^ I hafe.had sic a bonnie dream,- 

Sin*Jasta8leep^Ifell, 
O* «* that is hftly an' gude to.name, 

That IVe waiiken*d my. dream to teM. 

I thooht on the morn Q*«*8tmmer day .. 

Tliiktliwai'.tluroii^h.the.dbds I flew^ 
While my silken hair did .wavin' play 

*Mang breezes steep*d in dew ; 
An* ihd h^py things o'life and light 

War' aronn*. my gowden'way, 
As they 9tiide in their pamit Heaven's, sight 

In.the .hat»99 o' nichtieie day* 
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Frae their |i9M9 CfmHlovte^ ^» 
Till fbf 9Wmik iMS» nUBf: ^Uk fdv^ JOid sweU 

The plain^ nieloaife^; 
^^' ane. 6f A^m di^ig ivi' my mithert toice, 

TBlOff^nghmylfeeaitdiflgiM) . 
• Jhftt chEumt^ hymn.Q: my .hairnhood'fi choice, 

Sae do%ie» a«ft,:aiiVirae^ / 

Thiie huppy.thk^ o' fte gkiriovB sky . 

Did l€(a3d me far away, 
IKliar' the streiaiL o' 1i£b rins never dry, 

Wh&r^ naeddng kem decay ; \ 
An^'they laid me cbna ina moiiy hed, 

WV curtainr o' wpsmg leaves gt^% 
An? the name o* God ihey.prayhi* said, 

An' a lidit clan' o*er my eon. 

An' I saw the earth that I had left^' 

An' I sfiwmynuther ti^ere; .: :.' 
An' I. saw her gnevelthat ah^'^ar bereft 

O' the bairn jriiethociht sae iGur ; '. 
AnMsawler pine jtiU her fil^rit ifiedr- 

LikQ a bird to ita yanng ane'aneaik — ^ 
To that ladd of hiye ; aa' my.lfad wai laid 

Againoniny miiherk'hrea^t^; '. 
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. A|iVinidi0ryyetookmel^'tiieliaii^ 

Ai ye wur* wont to do ; 
An' ybnr loof, sae safik inn' wUle, I fimd 

Lud on mycaUer htow; 
An' my lips, yon Idas'd, an' mf euriin' ludr 

Yon ionn' yonr fingers WTeathed ; 
An' I kent that a happy mither's prayer 

Was o*er me dlentbnathed. - 

An' we wandered through that happy land^ 

That was gladly glorious a^; 
The dwallers there war* an angel-band, 

An' their voioes o' Inre did fk' 
Qn onr rsviafafd eara like the d^ein' tones 

O* an antheon Heur sway. 
In a litani-lit hoitr, whan the wudland moans 

That its green is tumM to grey. 

An% mither, aniang the soiiowksa there, 

We met my britlrars three, 
. An', your bbnnie May^ iny sister, fair, . 

An' a happy bairn was she ; 
- An' she led me awa' 'maog leevin'. flowers, 
"- As.on earth she ait hto dune ; 
> An*, lliegither we sat in the haly bowers 
Whar^ the blessed res$ abnne \ 
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An' ahe taidd me I wm in FteAdiiei 

Whar' Gon in faiye dolih dwdt- 
Wliar' the weary reet^ an' the monmer^f voice 

Forgets its wuidpwail ; 
An' ahe tanld me they kent na dole or icare ; 

An' bade me be g^ to dee, 
That y<m unless land an' the dwallers there 

IMBglit be h«me an' Uft to me. 

Then sweetly & velee oam' oii^my ean^ 

An' it sooidit sae.halilyt . . / 
That myJilBaErt gre#.8a£l» an'.blabso' tears 

Sprang np in.my sleepm' e^ ; 
An' my. inmost ionl iMras sairly mored 

Wi' its malr tUii mdrtal joiy ^- 
'Twas die roioe o* Him wha bairmes J^red 

That wauken'd yodr dresmin' boy I 
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YB WtNl*A I;AT Mfe: Bfi. 

TiMJB 0eii D* ydnnr are bonniebln^ 

An% O ! th^'spaitie tne. .:;:'. *. 
That I mami JoQkim^ 1 is^akm iBi[e : : 

Until my heart growyme^' ' : . 
Th^ jewels seem o'liiickfe price,/ ' ' 

*Anealih lii^ djnik e^elHPto; 
flk glMce frae'tiitfm gsEi^thi^Q^h inylieart,- 

O! they nrhma ]at:]ne lie/ 

Thae lips o' yours are cherries twa ; 

But flontin' words they speak; 
An' ahint the dooro' canld disdain 

My heart I canna' steek. 
Your bonnie een an* yonr jeerin' words 

Are ever grievin' me : 
Ye cattle quean ! it 's an awfu' thing 

That ye winna lat me be. 
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Whane'er I sleep I dream o' thee, 

Aa* o* thy bonnie face ; 
I think nae then o' your scomfu' ways, 

Ye little scannt o' grace. 
To brak' a truthfii' heart like- mine 

Is the height o' crueltie ;«^ 
Ye've gi'en it monie a fearfu' stound, 

For ye winna lat me be. 

But I ha'e gotten a wylie {^an 

To hand ye out o* ill : 
The haly priest — ^ye needna laugh ; 

Your mkrdi I wat he '11 spill : 
He '11 say the fearsome words that ane 

Will make o' you an' me ; 
An' then you*ll plague your bonnie seF 

If ye winna lat me be ! 
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THE MOTHER. 

There 's a tear wHhin my e'e, lassie — 

A sorrow in my heart ; 
An* I camm smile on lliee, 

Thongh dear to me thou ait. 

My mithw's dead an' gaae» 

An' I am lanely noo ; 
An' the friendless there is nane 

To luve, save God an' you. 

My mither 's dead an' gane ; 

She has heen a' to me : — 
O I I wish whan we are ane 

I may be sae to thee. 

'Mang cauld an* hunger's waes 

She nurtured me wi' care; 
An' to gi'e me meat an claes 

She toil'd baith lang and sain 
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She toil'd ad' ne'er thought lung, 

An' keepit hersel' fd' caold, 
That I might couthie gang 

When winter winds war' bauld. 

Oie lived for Heaven's Ikud, 

An' gude she gart me lo'e ; 
An' she tanld me aye to stand 

Wi* the falthfd' an' the tnie. 

She lived in povertie — 

A widow lane was she ; 
But her deein* words to me 

Were, Hand by honesties 

The puir maun joy resign — 

A pHir man's wife was she ; 
An' ly^e her when thou art mine 

A puir man's bride thou'h be. 

We fia'e Imre/bttt tMB&aag mair ; 

An' If fra6 diee Pm ta'en, 
Thoa*lt ha'e to struggle isaii^. 

Like her that's dead an' gane. 
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Thou It ha'e to straggle sair, 
To kiurtiire men like mfe ; 

Baith toil an' scorn to1)ear-^- 
The puil* folks' deslinie. 

But there comes a restin' daj — 
She's somidly sle^pin' noo ; 

The joyfu' an* the wae 

Are ane when Me is through I 
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THE SEERS VISION OF GLENCOE. 

liAJUBNT on the mountaiib— 

Lament in the gleit^ 
A shadow comes o'er me 

Of sorrow and pain. 
The blood of the Trosting 

At midnight doth flow, 
^ And the sworn of die Cruel 

Is red in Oleneoe. 
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The eidrae of the ibemeii 

CmnM hsaUk on miae ^Ar— 
WiA groans from the dying 

I Judder tfkh §we. 
The pale fire of RuiA 

Gonraming ditfa glow, 
And Mercy flies weeping 

Afur from Glenooe. 

On the hearth of the shieling 

The Father lies dead— 
The life of the Infant 

Destruction hath fed. 
The Matron and Muden 

Are shrieking in woe — 
The hand of the Spoiler 

Is strong in Olencoe. 

The Bold hy dishonour 

And guile are o'ereome-— /''■ 
The star of the Faithful \i 

In fUsehood grows dim. ^' 
The moan-Yoice of Sorrow 

Through Albyn doth go — 
Tho True are the Conqufei^d 

In HigUand Qlenooe. 
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The land of die tMNmteki 

Grows feaifiilly ioae^^ 
There is gram on the pathway 

And mom on the stone. 
And drear Desolation 

In nlence doth throw 
Its manitle of rain 

O'er desert Glenooe. 



JANET MACBEAN. 

Janet Macbean a puUic keeps^ 

An* a merry anld wife is she ; 
An' she sells her yill wi* a jaunty sir 

That wad please your heart to see. 
Her drink 's o' the hest — she's hearty aye^ 

An' her house is neat an' cleliki-— 
There's no an aold wife in the pdbKc line 

Can match wi' Janet Maebean. 
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She has aye a caitiey for the laird 

When he comes to drink his can, 
An* a huigh for the fanner an* his wife, 

An* a joke for the fanner's man. 
She toddles but an* she toddles ben, 

Like onie wee bit queen — 
There's no an anld wife in the public line 

Can matdi wi' Janet BAacbean. 

The heggue wives gang a* to her, 

An* she sairs them wi' bread ain* cheese ;-^ 
Her biTMd m baim0dc8«n> dkeefife in whangs 

Wi' a blithe gudewili she gi'^. 
Vow, t^e kkktran^de wili lAoiss hi» Mr 

When she's iidd aki^ath ^b» gi*eeli-^ 
There^ Boan aoH iinia in the public Bne 

Can match wi* Janet Ma^^Mi. 

Anwi^ alehouse wtres fA» nJdes the roiast ; 

For upo' the Sabbath day« 
She puts on her weel-hainM t^tftan plaid 

An' the rest o* her €Kiabb*th eiaes ; 
AnT dbe sits, nae less t in the mlnistar^s seat r 

Ilk psalm she lilts I weenn— 
Theses no an auM wi^ in the public line 

Can match wi' Janet Msfcbeao^ 
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THB PABTINe. 



My heart is sad and wae, ] 

To leave my nalive 1 
Its bourne gleiis-4t8 faiUs ne lihie-«- 

Its meiiiory«liallo#'d strand^— 
The fnmin I*t« lo'ed sae laiig an' weel- 

The hearts tiha4 led for me: 
Bat» mither> mair than a* I grioT^ 
At leavin' thee. 

The hand that saft my bed has made 

When I was sick an*^ sair^ 
Will carefully my pillow lay. 

An' hand miy head nlM malr. 
The e'^a that slee|»lessly could watch 

Whan I was in my pain 
Will ne'er for me from night to dawn 
B'er wake again. 
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There's kindness in the warld, mither, 

An' Idndness I will meet ; 
But nane can be what thou hast been — 

Nane's praise can be sae sweet — 
Nae ither e*er can litvetby son 

Wi* Inve akin to thine— ^ 
An' nane ean litve 4hee, tnither dear, 
Wi' Iwfe laee- mkie. 

1 11 keep thee hn my inmost soul 

Until the day I dee ; 
For sail; (Mrft is my mi«ber% liand, 

An' kiacBy k -h^r e^6 ; 
An' ^^v^han €km-«erit 9plH«is 

To him my s(ml fifhall^b^ar> 

My deepest joy will be to meet 

My mither thcTO. 
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sT^NZAS ON THE BIRTHDAY OF BURNS. 

This is the natal day (^ him, 
Who, bom in ^nwnt and poverty, 

Burst from his fetters, and arose 
The freest of the fre^,-^ 

Arose to teli the watdku^^ ear& 

What lowly men could feel and do- 
To show that mighty Heaven4ike sotils 
In cottage hatnlets grew* 

Bums I thou hast given us a name 

To shield us from the taunts of scom ; — 

The plant that creeps amid the soil 
^ glorious flower hath borne. 

Before the proudest of the earth 
We stand with an uplifted brow ; 

Like us, thou wast a toilwom man, 
And we are noble now ! 
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Inquired by thee tke lowAj liind 
All iouL^Jegvading neanneM qppnui ; 

Oar teaeli«r» sttvioiav saint, art thou, 
InuiMMrtal R<N«BT &»NS'i 



THE GRAVE.. 



By a kii;kya9;4-yett I stude, while many entered in, 
Men bow'd wi' toil an' age — ^wi' haffets anld an' thin ; 
An' ithers in their prime, wi' a bearin' prond va* hie ; 
An' maidens pore an^bennie,. as the daisies o' the lea ; 
An' matrons wrinlded auld^ wi' lyait heads an' grey ; 
An' bairns, like things o*er fiiir for Death to wede away. 

I stnde aside the yett, while onward still they went, — 
The laird frae out his ha', an' the shepherd frae the bent : 
It seem'd a type o' men, an' jo* the grave's domain ; 
But these were livin' a', an' could straight come forth 

again* 
An' o' the bedral auld, wi' mickle courtesie, 
I speer'd what it might mean ? an' he bade me look an' see. 
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On the trodden patk.tlwtied te tkeihoweof ww»liipping> 
Or before iti 4)fwa doors> theroLiikidfttiiae'liTiB;' thing ; 
But awa' amang the tomba, ilk.comer qoieldy pasa'd, 
An* upo' a'e lowly gnnre ilk seekia* e'e waa^^ast. 
There war' sabbin* bosoms there, an' proud yet soften'd 

eyes, 
An' a whisper breathed aronn', << There the loved an' 

honoured lies." 

There was ne*er a murmur there — the deep-drawn breath 

was hush'd — 
An' o*er the maiden's cheek the tears o* feelin' gush'd ; 
An* the bonnie infant face was lilted as in prayer ; 
An' manhood's cheek was flush'd wi' the thochts that 

morin' were : 
I stude iisidfi the fprave, an' I gaoed upo' the stone, 
An' the name of ^< Robsbt Burns" was engraven 

thereupon. 
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THE THISTLE. 

By the thistle we *U stand while there's bliiidin our veins: 
We carena' wha loses — ^we carena' wha gains ; 
For our side is ta*en ; an*, while reason remains, 

We '11 stand by the anld Scottish Thistle. 
Choru& — Put your foot to mine, 

Heart and hand let us join 
To stand by the auld Scottish Thistle. 

May it flourish I its hame is our dear native land ; 
While there 's life in ilk heart — ^while there 's strength in 

ilk hand) 
Be*t by nicht or by day — ^be't by sea or by land, 

We *11 stand by the auld Scottish Thistle. 
Cfwrus — Put your foot to mine, 

Heart and hand let us join 
To stand by the auld Scottish Tliistle. 
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While we hallow the graves o' the free an' the hrave-— 
While the land hath a stream, while the sea hath a wave — 
While the hauld are the free, while the coward 's a slave — 
We'll stand by the auld Scottish Thistle. 
Chorus — Put your foot to mine, 

Heart and hand let us join 
To stand by the auld Scottish Thistle. 

For the luve o* the maidmi, the praise o' the free — 
For the blessin's that father an* mither will gi*e — 
For the hames that are dear baith to thee and to me, 

We '11 stand by the auld Scottish Thistle. 
Chorus — Put your foot to mine, 

Heart and hand let us join 
To stand by the auld Scottish Thistle. 

By Freedom I our aith^ — be 't in peace or in war — 
We'll mak' honour an' Scotland our bright guidin* star ; 
An' till valleys lie low, whar* our wild mountains ajre. 

We *11 stand by the ai:dd Scottish Thistle. 
Chorus — Put your foot to min^. 

Heart and hand let us join 
To stand by the auld Scottish Thistle. 
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I AM BLIND. 

The woodland I O I how beautifiil) 

How pleaBant it must be ! 
How soft its grass— liow fresh the leaves 

Upon each forest-tree ! 
I hear its wild rejoicing birds 

Their songs of gladness sing ; 
To see them leap from bough to bough 

Must be a pleasant thing : 
I must but image it in mind, 
I cannot see it— I am blind I 

I feel the fragrance <^ the flowers, — 

Gro pull me one, I pray : 
The leaves are green upon its stalk — 

Tis richly red you say ? 
O I it must fvHl of beauty be — 

It hath a pleasant smell ; 
Could I but see its loveliness 

My heart with joy would swell I 
1 can but image it in mind — 
I ne'er shall see it — ^I am blind t 
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The trees are glorious green, you say — 

Their branches widely spread ; 
And Nature on their budding leaves 

Its nursing dew hath shed. 
They must be fair ; but what is green ? 

What is a spreading tree ? 
What is a shady woodland walk ? 

Say, canst thou answer me ? 
No I I may image them in mind, 
But cannot know them — I am blind ! 

The songsters that so sweetly chaunt 

Within the sky so fair, 
Until my heart with joy doth leap, 

As it a wild bird were — 
How seem they to the light-bless'd eye ? 

What ! are they then so small ? 
Can sounds of such surpassing joy 

From things so tiny fall ? 
I must but image them in mind — 
I cannot see them — I am blind ! 

A something warm comes o'er my hand ; 

What is it ? pray thee tell : 
Sunlight come down among the trees 

Into this narrow dell ? 
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Thau seett Ike timliglil mad the nm, 

And botk ai^ vwy bright 1 
'Tit well they are not known to me, 

Or I might loathe my night ; 
But I may image th^n m mind — 
I ne'er shall see them — I am blind I 

My hand is resting on your cheek — 

'Tis soft as fleecy snow : 
My sister, art thou rexj faar ?•— 

That thou art good, I know. 
Thou ait— then art I I feel the blush 

Along tkj neck doth wend I 
Th0a must be fiiir — so carefidly 

Thy brodier thou dost tend ! 
But I muat image thee in mdnd—- 
I cannot see thee-^^l am Uiad I 

The changes of the eartik and sky — 

All Nature's glow and f^otim— 
Mast ever be linloDown to me-— 

My soul is in a teaab \ 
O I I can feel the blessed sun, 

Mirth, musk^ tears that hU, 
And darloftisB iad» and joy, and itoe,-^ 

Yea, NaliM's nkmilielite all : 
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But I must image, them in mind-— 
I cannot see them — I am. blind I 



THE BELOVED ONE. 

O ! the rose is like her ruby lip, 

An' the lily like her skin; 
An' her mouth like a faulded violet, 

Wi' the scented breath within ; 
An' her e'en are like yon bonnie flower, 

Whan the dew is in its cup ; — 
As the bee fnS it its honey draws, 

I luve frae them maun sip. 

X) I her voice is like yon little bird's 

That sits in the cherrie-tree : 
For the air o' the sky an' the heart o' man 

It fills wi' its melodie. 
Her hand is soft as the downy peach 

Upo' yon branch that hings ; 
An' her hair its gloss sae rich has stown 

Frae the bonnie blackbird's wings ! 
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O I her smile it like the sun that shines 

Upo' yon £ur wa'-flower — 
As the honnie bads that gangs among, 

Her face this wanders o'er. 
Bat a luve-warm kiss o' her rosie mou' 

WY naething can compare, — 
Sae mndde o' bliss an' haliness 

The cravin' heart might sair. 

O I the garden-flowers are hir an' pure— 

The rose an' the lily too ; 
An' the wa'-flower rich in Nature's wealth — 

An' the peepin? violet bine : 
O I bonnie as Heaven itsel', an' pore, 

Are the flowers o' ilka kind ; 
Bat they ha'e na the womanly purity 

O' my darlin' Jeanie's mind ! 
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THE HONB»T AND TRUE. 

Your soldier is bluidy, yottr stat^mmn a knave ; 
Frae the true heart nae honour they ever shall have : 
Their glitter an' fituseness may gar our hearts grue ; 
But honour to him wha is honest an^ tame ! 

Will we bow to the coof wha has naeUttng bat gear ? 
Or the fiile whom a «oIkge Imi fitted wi' lear ? 
Na, troth I we 11 gi'e hononr whtf e honour is due — 
To the Man wha haa ever been honest anytime* 

We'll ne'er speer if he come frae France, Holland, or £^ain, 
'Ere we pledge manly friendship wi' him to maintain — 
Be he Mussulman, Christian, Pagan, or Jew, 
'Tis a' ane to us if he 's honest an' true. 

His skin may be black, or his skin may be white, — 
We carena a %, if his bosom be right : 
Though his claes be in rags, an' the wind blawin' through, 
We 11 honour the num wha is honest an' true I 
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While the son '• in the heavens — ^the stars in the sky 

Till the earth be a sean*^! the ocean rin dry — 
We '11 honour but him to whom honour is due — 
The Man who has ever been honest an' true ! 



OUR WAYS MUST BE APART. 

I MET thee in a noisy crowd, 
An' closed my dazsded e'en ; 

For O ! I haflins thought that thou 
A fairy thing had been. 

I followed thee — I heard thy words — 

I feasted on thy smile : 
Amid the dance I stude by thee, — 

My heart was fain the while. 

Thou spoke to me— thy voice did thrill 

Upon my joyful ear, 
As thrills upon the lonely heart 

The kindly words that cheer. 
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I toved thee tken — I luye tbee now— • 
An' I thy heart might win ; 

Bat» O ! I diHiniiay danma try 
To tak' thee frae thy kin! 

For I am o' a hugh degree, 
An' they are rich an* hraw, 

An' monie ilk will bide frae them 
That doon on me maun fa*, 

I danma seek to .win thy Inve, 
Though Heaven it wad be : 

My heart wad break war' thou to taste 
The woes the puir maun dree t 

I cou*dna tee thee passed in scorn 
By those o* high degree I — 

O I the grave o' joy is houkit deep 
By the hand o' Povertie I 

The smother'd fire will ever bum, 
The smother'd embers glow — 

1 11 ne'er forget — but nane shall k^i 
That I do luve you so. 
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A DIRGB. 

Sleep on, sle^ on, ye resting dead ; 

The gmaa is o'ar ye growing 
In dewy greenness. Ever fled 
From you hftth Care ; and in its stead 
Peace hath with you its dwelling made, 

Where tears do cease from flowing. 
Sleep on I 

Sleep on, sleep on : Ye do not feel 

Life's ever-huming fever — 
Nor scorn that sears, nor puns that steel 
And blanch the loving heart, until 
'Tis like the bed of mountain-rill 
Which waves have left for ever I 
Sleep on I 
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Sleep on, gleep on : Your couch is made 
Upon your mother's bosom ; 

Yea, and your peaceful lonely bed 

Is all with sweet wild-flowers inlaid ; 

And over each earth-pillowed head 
The hand of Nature strews them. 
Sleep on I 

Sleep on, sleep on : I would I were 
At rest within your dwelling, — 
No more to feel, no more to bear 
The World's falsehood and its care— ^ 
The arrows it doth never spare- 
On him whose feet are failing. 
Sleep on I 
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WE ABE BRITHEREN A'. 

A HAPPY bit hame this auld warld wad be, 

If men, whan they 're here, could make shift to agree, 

An' ilk said to his neebour, in cottage an' ha', 

<< Come, gi'e me your hand, we are bretheren a'." 

I ken na why ane wi' anither sud fight, 
Whan to 'gree wad make a'body cosie an rig^t. 
Whan man meets wi' man, 'tis the best way ara, 
To say, " Gi'e me your hand — ^we are britheren a'." 

My coat is a coarse ane, an' yours may be fine. 
An* I maun drink water while you may drink wine ; 
But we baith ha'e a leal heart, unspotted to shaw ; 
Sae gi'e me your hand — we ar^ britheren a'« 
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The knave ye wad scorn, the unfuthfii' deride ; 
Ye wad stand like a rock, wi' the tmth on your side ; 
Sae wad I, an' nought else wad I value a straw ; 
Then g^'e me your hand — we are britheren a*. 

Ye wad scorn to do fausely by woman or man ; 
/ baud by the right aye, as weel as I can ; 
We are ane in our joys, our affections, an' a' ; 
Come, gi'e me your hand — we are britheren a'. 

Your mither has lo'ed you as mithers can lo'e ; 
An' mine has dune for me what mithers can do ; 
We are ane hie an' la^h, an' we shouM na be twa~ 
Sae gi'e tne yonr hand — we are brilhereu a*. 

We Ittve the same simmer day, swiny an' fair ; 
Hamel O, how we lo'e it, an' a' that are there I 
Frae the pure air o' Heav^ the same life we dr»w~ 
Come, gi*e me your hftiui---we «re britharen a'. 

Frail shakin' Auld Age will sune c«Bie o'«r us baith. 
An' creepin' alang at his back will be Death ; 
Syne ijikto the same outher^yiid we will &' : 
Come, gi'e me your hand-— we ake brithbabn a'. 
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MINISTER TAM. 

A WJBE raggit laddie he cftm' to our tooH^ 
Wi' hifl hfur for a baiiaet-^hit taes through hU shoo&; 
An* aye whan we gart him rise up in the mom, 
The ne'erdowed herdit the kye *mang the com:^ 
We seat him to gather^ the Aeep on the luQ*^ 
No for warky hut to keep him firae nuscbirf an' ill ;— « 
But he huntit the ewes, an' he rade on the ram ! 
Sic a hdlicat deeril was Minister Tarn I 

My auld Auntie sent him for sugar an' tea, — 

She kent na, douce woman I how toothsome was he : — 

As hamewith he cam' wi't he paikit a bairn. 

An' harried a nest doon amang the lang fern ; 

Then, while he was restin' within the green shaw, 

My auld Aimtie's sugar he lickit it a' : — 

Syne a drubbin' to miss, he sair sickness did sham :. 

Sic a slie tricksey shangie was Minister Tam ! 
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But a Carritch he took, whan his ain deevil bade ; 
An' wi' learnin' the laddie had maisily gaen mad : 
Nae apples he pu'ed noo — ^nae bee-bikes he smored— 
The bonnie wee trouties gat rest in the ford — 
Wi' the lasses at e'enin' nae mair he wad fight — 
He was leamin* and spellin' frae momin' to night : 
He grew mim as a puddock an' quiet as a lamb, — -' 
Gudesakes I sic a change was on Minister Tarn t 

His breeks they war* torn an* his coat it was bare ; 
But he gaed to the schule, an* he took to the lear: 
He fought wi' a masterfu' heart up the brae, 
Till to see him aye toilin' I maistly was wae : 
But his wark noo is endit, — our Tammie has grown 
To a kirk wi' a steeple— a black sUken gown, — 
Sic a change frae our laddie wha barefooted cam', 
WV hie wig white wi' pouther, is Minister Tarn I 
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WILD FLOWERS. 

Beautiful children of the woods and fields ! 

That bloom by momtam sireamlete 'mid the heather, 
Or into duttens 'neath Ae haaels^ gather^ — 

Or where by hoary roc1» yon' make your bields, 
And sweetly flourish on Uirough sommer weatiier, — 

I lonire ye all I 

Beaatiful flowers I to me ye fresher seem 
From the Ahn%hty hand <liat fiishion-d all, 
Than those that flourish by a gfard^^wall ; 

And I can- imagpe ye, as in a dream, 
Fair modest maidens, nursed in hamtetS' siasali,— . 

I lore y» all ! 
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Beautifiil gems I that on the brow of earth 

Are fix'dy as in a queenly diadem ; 

Though lowly ye^ and most without a name, 
Young hearts rejoice to see your buds come forth. 

As light e'erwhile into the world came, — 

I love ye all ! 

Beautifid things ye are, where'er ye grow ! 
The wild red rose — the speedwell's peeping eyes — 
Our own bluebell — the daisy, that doth rise 
Wherever sunbeams fall or winds do blow ; 
And thousands more, of blessed forms and dies, — 
\ I love ye all 1 

Beautiful nurslings of the early dew I 
Fann'd, in your loveliness, by every breese, 
And shaded o'er by green and arching trees : 

I often wish that I were one of you. 
Dwelling afyff upon.the grassy leas, — 

I love ye ail ! 

Beautiful watchers ! day and night ye wake I 
The Evening Star grows dim and fades away. 
And Morning comes and goies, and then the Day 

Within the arms of Night its rest doth take ; . 
But ye are watchful whereso*er we stray, — 

I love ye all I 
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Beaatifiil objects of the wild bee's lore I 

The wild bird joys your opening bloom to see. 
And in yonr native woods and ^ds to be. 

All hearts, to Nature true, ye strangely move ; 
Ye are so passing £ur — so passing free, — 

I love ye all I 

Beautiful children of the glen and dell — 

The dingle deep-— the muirland stretching wide, 
And of the mossy fountain's sedgy side I 

Ye o'er my heart have thrown a lovesbme spell ; 
And, though the Worldling s<$oming may deride, — 

I love ye all I 
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Tak' afii taV aff, iMi mUi^oc garb, 
j^«' Mitg to me & Ifidaiid plaids : . 

m^ held vnme'et «ae soft an' sweel 
Afi ane wt' it^ an' heather, made. 

Tak* aflp this gowd-encircled thing, 
An' bring to me a bonnet blue, 

To mind me o' the Hieland hills 

^That I ha'e left for ever noo. 

Tak*, tak* «wa' this gandy flower. 

An' bring to me a sprig o' heather, 
Like those langsyne, amo' the hills 

O' hame and youth, I aft did gather. 
For a' your luscious Indian fruit 

Ae ripe blaeberry bring to me ; 
To be in braes whar black they hing 

There *s nought on earth I wadna' gi'e. 
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I tak' awa' this tinsel walth. 

That wiled me frae my Hieland hame ; 

1 camia hear its glitter noo, — 
For it IVe play'd a losin' game. 

O ! hring me hack my youthiii' heart — 

The eye an' hand o' long ago — 
Tak' a* I ha'e, hat place me syne 

Afar whar' Hieland waters flow ! 

! for an hour o* youth an* hope — 
A'e moment o' my youthfu* years 

Upo' the hills o' Scotland dear. 
Whan I had neither cares nor fears. 

1 mauna seek, I mauna mane — 
Before my fate I laigh maun hoo, — 

Bring walth — ^hring walth — till I forget 
The time whan round me heather gAr ! 
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THE LASSES. 

The lasses* yel ! the lasses yet ! 
Rise up ye loons — ^ye daurna sit — 
Around me join ilk roiee to mine — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 

Though some may geek at womankind. 
An' ca' them sair to shaw their wit — 
Their lovin* subjects leal are we — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet J 
Chorus — The lasses yet \ the lasses yet ! 

Rise up ye loons — ^ye daurna sit — 
Around me join ilk voice to mine — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 
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Their kindly an' their lavesome w$j% 

To them ilk manly keut'shonld knit : 
The flowers o' earth an* joys o* ]!£»-*• 
The lasses yet ! liie ilasses yet ! 
Charuf — The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 

Rise up ye loona-«*ye dauma sit — 
Around me jom Iflc voice to mine-— 
The' lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 

We dinna like a weary wind 

That ever in a'e airt doth sit : 
They change, an' changes l%htsome are — 
The lasses yet ! * the lasses yet ! 
Chorus — ^Hie lasses yet ! (he lasses yet ! 

Bise up ye loon»— »ye daurna sit — 
Around me jom Uk voice to mine — 

The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! •. 

) 

Wha on the earth ha'e wurmest hearts ? i 

Wha weloome first <>he stnmger foot ? , \ 

Wha bless our youth an' che&r our i^e ? — 1 

The lasses yet 1 the lasses yet ! 

Charm — The lasses yet i the lasses yel ! > 

Rise up ye loons — ye dauma sit--^ 
Around me jom iJk voice to mine-*- 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet I 
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They 're kindly, firae the gnnmie anld, 

That singin' in the neuk doth sit, 
To laughin' limmers herdin' kye — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 
CAortM-— The lasses yet I the lasses yet ! 

Rise up ye loons — ^ye dauma sit — 
Around me join ilk voice to mine — 
The lasses yet I the lasses yet ! 

The lift is sweet in summer rain, 

An' whan the sun its arch doth lit ; 
An' sweet are they in smiles or tears — 
The lasses yet I the lasses yet I 
Chorus^^The lasses yet ! .the lasses yet ! 

Rise up ye loons — ^ye daurna sit — 
Around me join ilk voice to mine — 
The. lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 

Auld gahbin' grey»beards please at mom ; 

An' rantin' chields whan yill we get ; 
But ance an* aye the deairies charm — , 
The lasses yet I the lasses yet ! 
Charus^^The lasses yet ! the lasses yet I 

Rise up ye loons — ^ye dauma sit — 
Around me join ilk voice to mine — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 
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Camstarie they at times may be ; 

But lowrin' cluds will quickly flit : 
The wannest smi comes after shade — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 
Chorus — The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 

Rise up ye loons — ^ye daurna sit — 
Around me join ilk voice to mine — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses ye t 

The lasses 1 frae the jewel'd queen 

To rosy dears, in ha' an* hut : 
The lasses I here an* ererywhere — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 
Chorus — The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 

Rise up ye lo<His---'ye daurna sit — 
Around me join ilk voice to mine — 
The lasses yet ! the lasses yet ! 
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MY AULD GUDBWIFE. 

€oM£ in gfiidewtfe, an* flit ye doon, 

An' lat the wark alane : 
I'm thinkm'>noo o* youtkfia' days 

An* times that lang ha'e gane ; 
An' o* the monie ups an' doons 

In life ^that we ha*e seen, 
Siooe fiitt aneath the trystin' tree 

I daap'd my bonnie Jean. 

How sweetly haly was the honr 

When first in luve we met I 
When first yonr breast was press'd to mine— >* 

That hour can I forget? 
Wi* blessed lave onr hearts were fii* 

Aneath the hawthorn green : 
'Twas then our happiness began^ 

My ain — ^my bonnie Jean. 
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Sweet thoiie the moon abune our heads 

When aff ye gaed wi' me, 
And left yonr faithor in bis sleep 

To wake an' seek for thee— 
Your mither left to flyte an*^ ban 

Frae momin^ unto e'en, 
'Cause he whase poverty she scom'd 

Was aflP "Wi* bonnie Jean. 

Our marriage-day was bright an' clear — 

Our marriage-day was fair : 
For diamonds ye did daisies twine 

Amang yonr glossy hair. 
I walthless was at op'nin' mom ; 

But at the dosin* e'en o 

I had what malins conldna bvy-^ ^ 

My ain— ^my bonnie Jean. 

An', Jean, our proud freends scom'd us sair. 

An* coost their heads fu' hie, — 
They couldna ken twa bodies puir, 

Like senseless thee an' me ; 
But we had wealth— our hands were gude ; 

An' wealth to us they 've been ; 
An* luve was sunshine over a'^ 

My ain— my bonnie Jean. 
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An' mind ye, Jean, whan we began 

To gather flocks an' gear, f 

How friends grew np in ilka nenk, 

An* came baith far an' near ? — 
How we began to gather sense. 

An' wise fonk grew, I ween, 
As aye our wealth grew mair an' mair, 

My ain — ^my bonnie Jean ? 

An' noo around us flourish fair 

Baith sons an' dochters too : 
You 're happy in your bairns, gndewife, 

And happy I'm in you ; 
An' though your head be growin' grey, 

An dimmer be your e'en. 
Than in our days o' blithsome youth, 

You 're aye my bonnie Jean. 
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THERE?S NANE tIKE YOU. 

There's nane like you*— there's nane hke you : 
The youngsters blithe around us noo 

Are bonnie a' baith grit an* sma' ; 
But, aold gndewife, there's nane like you. 

Nae doot tkey 're dear t^ itlier hearts ; 

But sin' thae bairns atweea us grew 

You're mair than a' thc^ earth to me — 

r 
There's nane like you — ^there's nane like you. 

C^anU'-^Thatets nae lifce yeii^-4li«pe'8 nane like you : 

The yottagstera blithe aaround us noo 

Are boaaie a' baidi g^t an' sma' ; 

Bat, aold gudewife, there's nane lili^ you. 
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Within my anns ye now ha'e lain 

For springs an' summers forty-two : 
You \e cheer'd my grief an' shared my joy — 
There's nane like you — there's nane like you» 
Chorus — There's nane like you — there's nane like you : 
The youngsters blithe around us noo 
Are bonnie a' baith grit an' sma' ; 
But, auld gndewife, there's nane like yon. 

Ye ance war' fair as ony here — 

Your cheek as fresh — ^your e'en as blue ; 
But wither'dy wrinkled as ye are — 
There's nane like you — ^there's nane like you. 
Chorus — There's nane like you — ^there's nane like you: 
The youngsters blithe around us noo 
Are bonnie a' baith grit an' sma' ; 
But, auld gudewife, there's nane like you. 

Ye mind, gudewife, when we could loup 

An' dance as they are dancin' noo : 
I lo'ed ye then — I lo'e ye yet — 
There's nane like you — there's nane like you. 
Chorus — There*s nane like you — ^there's nane like you : 
The youngsters blithe around us noo 
Are bonnie a' baith grit an sma' : 
But, auld gudewife, there's nane like you. 
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A mudde share o' lave we Ve had 

The warld as we *ye warsled through : 
My auld heart dances thinkin' o*t — 

There's nane like you — there's nane like you. 
Chorus — There's nane like you — there's nane like you : 
The youngsters blithe around us noo 
Are bonnie a' baith grit an' sma' ; 
But> aidd gudewife^ there's nane like you. 

There come your childer an' their joes 

Wi' daffia' unco tired I trow : . 
Cleek hame wi' nie/ my adid' gudewtfe^^ 
There's nane like you-^there's nane like you. 
Chorus — There's, nane like you-— there's nane like yoti : 
The youngsters blithe around us noo 
Are bonnie a' baith grit an' sma' ; 
But, auld gudewifey there's nane like you. 
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th6 banks of tay. 

The ship is <m its seaward potli^ 

An' frae tlie Amt the hree«es Maw: 
Noa Scotian^s cUfls «ae dear to nie 

. Aneath the wayin' waters fe*. 
• My hame is growm' ftr awa'—- 

Itlies aneaili yon hilt-tap grey- 
Yon last-seen spot o' Scotland's soil 

fTwat rises hy the Banks o* Tay. 

Faveweel^ ye mossy fountains wild ! 

Where yon fair stream doth softly rin t^ 
To ilka wildwood-shaded pule — 

To ilka tumblin roarin* linn — 
To ilka bumie that doth win 

Through heathery muirs its silent way — 
I bid fareweel ; for noo my hame 

Is.biggit far frae bonnie Tay, 
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Fareweel, ye homes o' pure delight 

That I hae lo'ed sae weel an' lang ! 
Ye simmer birdies ! ye maun sing 

To ithers noo your cheerin» sang ! 
Fareweel, ye holms — ^where luvers gang 

Upo' the peacefu' Sabbath-day : 
In youth I love — in age 111 mind 

The green an' bonnie Banks o* Tay. 

Be blessings on ilk cot an' ha* 

That by thy braes o' haasel rise : — 
Be a' thing bonnie where thou rios, 

An' a* thing happy 'neath thy skies. 
Though far firae thee my boatie flies, 

The friends I luve beside thee stray : 
My heart fu* dead an' icauld will be 

E'er I forget the Banks o' Tay. 

The streams are wide whare I am gaan, 

An' on they row through boundless wuds ; 
But dearer is thy Hieland wave 

Than yonder wild an' foreign floods: — 
Thy haughs sae green — the simmer duds 

That o'er thy shelteir'd hamlets stray — 
I'll mind for Love an' Friendship's sake : — 

Fareweel, ye bonnie Banks o' Tay. 



y Google 



S5t 



GOD IS EVERYWHERE. 

A TRODDEN daisy, from the sward> 

With tearfdl eye I took, 
And on its min'd glories I, 

With moving heart, did look ; 
For, crosh'd and broken though it was, 

That little flower was fair ; 
And oh ! I loved the dying bod — 

For God was there ! 

I stood upon a sea-beat shore— 

The waves came rushing on ; 
The tempest raged in giant wrath — 

The light of day was gone^ 
The sailor, from his drowning bark, 

Sent np his dying prayer ; 
I look'd, amid the merciless storm. 

And God was there I 
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1 songlrt a lonely, woadj dell, 

Where all things soft aad sweet — 
Birds, flowers, and trees, and running streams — 

'Mid Inright sonshine did meet : 
I stood beneadi an old oak's shade. 

And snmmer round was Mr ; 
I gazed npon the peaeeM soene, 

And God was there I 

I saw a home— a hi^py home — 

Upon a bridal day, 
And yoQthfiil hearts were blithesome there. 

And aged hearts were gay :— 
I sat amid the smiling band, 

Where all so Uissfbl were-^ 
Among tlM bridal maidens sweet — 

And God was there I 

I stood beside an infimt's couch, 

When light had left its eye — 
I saw the mother's bitter tears, 

I heard her woeful cry-^ 
I saw her kiss its fair pale &ce. 

And smooth its yellow hur ; 
And oh ! I loved the Moomer's home^ 

For God was there I 
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I I sought a cheerless wilderness — 
_^^ / A des|iM, pathless, wild-- 

/ Where verdure grew not by the streams, 

Where Beauty never smiled ; — 
Where Desolation brooded o'er 

A muirland. lone sa^d bare, 
And awe upon my spirit orept, 
For God was there I 

I look'd upon the lowly flower. 

And on each blade of grass — 
Upon the forests, wide and deep ; — 

I saw the tempests pass : 
I gazed on all created things 

In earth, in sea, and air ; 
Then.bent.the knee-r-for God in Love 

Was everywhere I 
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WHAT SHALL I DO? 

Vm either gaun daft, or Vm donnert wi' drink, 
My head a^ is sin^n^-^rm d»ein', I think : — 
YFhane'er I see Mysie, I gvanean' I grue ; 
I maybe ha'e fa'eq in luTe! — What shall I do ? 

That guess is the right ane, as sure as a gun ; 
But €rae the deep sea to the De*il I ha'e run. 
There are cures for a fever, but nane for me noo : 
To a lassie I canna speak ! — What shall I do ? 

Will I tell her I Ve plenty o' maut, meal, and milk- 
A stockin' o' guineas — a gown-breed o' silk — 
That my auld mither*s plaid is as gude as whan new- 
An' the hale I will gi'e her ?— O ! what shall I do ? 
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It 's weel kent I ne'er had a gift o' the gah. 
An' my thochts noo ha'e gane, like a sair rdre 
wah : 



era lc{^ 



If I try to speak saftly, 111 look unco blue, 
An* stoiter an' stammer ! — O ! what shall I do ? 

What say ye ? Gae praise her saft cheek an' blue e'en, 
An* swear that their like on the earth ne'er war' seen, 
An' daut her fu' kindly ? — Na J I canna woo, 
Sae needna be tryin' I O ! what shall I do ? 

Grae, gar the auld wives o' the clachan come ben — 
Can nae skilly body gi'e cures for sic pain ? 
If I die, the fau't, Mysie, will lie upo' you — 
The De'il tak' the womenkindi What shall I do ? 
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THE MUIR O' 60RSE AN' BRUME. 

I wiNKA bide in your castle ha'd^ 

Nor yet in your lofty towers, — 
My lieart is sick o' your gloomy hame, 

An' tick 6' your darksome bowers ; 
An* O I I wish I war' fur awa*. 

Frae tkeir grandeur an' their gloom, 
Whar' the £reebom lintie sings its sang, 

On the mnir o' gorse an' bmme ! 

Sae weel as I like the health^' gale 

That blads fu* kindly there, 
An' the heather brown, an' the wild blue-beli. 

That wave on the muirland bare ; 
An' the singin* birds, an' the hummin' bees, 

An* the little lochs that toom 
Their gushin' burns to the distant sea. 

O'er the muir o' gorse an' brume ! 
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! if I had a dwallin* there, 
Biggit laigh by a bumie's side, 

Whar* ae aik-tree, in the simmer-time, 
Wi' its leaves that hame might hide, — 

1 I wad rejoice frae day to day, 
As blithe as a young bridegrom^ ; 

For dearer than palaces to me 
b the mnir o' gene an' brume ! 

In a lanely oat on* ajiiinrbndr^ld^ 

My mither nurtiiredaies 
O' thfttteekwilMowerf I pkyttateiMuuk^ 

An' my hameni'i dw wHtderiB' hiie : 
An' O! iflmttt^imtBwm^ 

FnBjm» gnmdmr aa^ your gjkoniy 
Wi' tbwi again, an^ li» bMm' gala 

On the Bmir o' gone an' brmae ! 
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THE COURTIN' TIME. 

OtJR Jean likes the mornin' whan nulkin' the kye> 
An' May thinks the noontide gangs merrilie by ; 
But nane o* them a' are sae saft an' serene 
As the hpnrs whan the lads come a-eourtin' at e*en. 

A-conrtin' at e'en — a-coMrtia' at e-en — 
As the hours whan the lads ocHne a*«ourtin* at < e'en ! 

The sun quietly slips o'er the tap o' the hiU, 
An' the plover its gloamin' sang whistles fu' shrill, 
Syne dimness comes glidin* whar^ daylicht hath been, 
An* the dew brings the lads wha come courtin' at e'en. 

Courtin' at e'en — conrtin' at e'en — 
An* the dew brings the lads wha come courtin* at e'en ! 

Whan the men-fouk are crackin' o' onsen an' land, 
An' the kimmers at spinnin' are tryin' their hand, 
I see at the window the face o' a frien', 
An' I ken that my joe 's come a-courtin' at e'en. 
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A-courtin* at e'en — a-conrtin' at e'en — 
An' I ken that my joe 's come a-courtin* at e'en ! 

I nerer lat on, bnt I cannily gang 
To the door to my laddie, an' a* may think lang ; 
An' the warm simmer gale may blaw snelly an' keen 
Ere I leave thehlraw lad whA oontes jcourtin' at e'en. 

Courtin at e'en — courtin' at e*en — 
Ere lieavethe braw lad. wha.conie» courtin' ai e'en ! 

Awa' 'mang tbe stacbi wi' my- dearici IgM ; 
An' we dern omrsel's.dooi^ 'maag the imh ail^ airae — 
There we cozilie cracky while th^petiieK wei lean-; 
An' blithe is the time a' our courtin' at* e'-en. 

Courtin* at e'en — courtin' at e'en — 
An' blithe is the time o' our coustia' at e'en I 

Niest morsin' they meet me wi' floutin.' an' jeers,. 
An' aboot my bmw wooer ilkaneo' tfamspeers-; 
But for floutin' an' seomin' I oarena^ I waen, 
Compared wi' the lad wha. comes courtin' at e'«i. 

Courtin' at e'en — courtin' at e'en — 
Compared- wi' the lad wha comes courtin' at e'en! 
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TiiE FOASAKBM; 

The rowin' wbtos, thaooeflnitidiMf^ 

Are chaogttfoV baitlLiik e'oi; nxif mxaeUf^ 
Like aimflhiBe aa' its foUendn' olBifc 

Upo' the dew-wcrtNyelUHfr'«oni : 
The burn gingasKMyreferilie ]ea^ 

Whar ance it IMm » torrent mw^ 
But a' are steadfastnMs itsei' 

Whan liken'd to the heait o' man;. 

Ane sought my luTe^ wfaan^in my teem, 

A thoughtless lassie,.! iv«s>gsy.; 
I trusted, as a woman tmsts, 

An' made his lure my bosom's sHay ; 
An' whan, to gatlmr gocwd, he gattd 

To some far land ayont the main, 
I lang'd.at^e'en^. I lai^'d at inam, 

To see my laddie back.ag»in* 
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I ne'er gaed near the youngsters* dance ; 

But, whan the light o' day grew dim, 
I sought the broom y trystin' knowe, 

Whar^ quietness dwelt, to think on him. 
Years cam' an* gaed ; but hame to me 

He hied na> as he should ha*e dune : 
But, O ! I ne'er mistrusted him — 

His name I cherish^ late an' sime. 

My faither an' my mither baitii 

War' laid aneaditfaecanldrife yiid, 
An' I was left akne, alane, 

A moumin' an^ a mateless bird. 
He cam' at length, an' 1 my heart 

Was glad as heart can ever be — 
He cam' wi' a' his treaswed luve, 

He cam* to gi'e it a* to me. 

I heard his foot on my door-stane — 

He stude upo' my lanely floor — 
I gassed upo' the manly £Qtnn 

That did my laoue's heart allure ; 
An' bitter thoughts cam' in my breast ; 

For Pride was daficin' in the e*e 
Whence Luve should ha'e heeat smilin' sweet 

To bless an* glad an' comfort me. 
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I saw his glance o^iftkU^'MWii^ 

Upo' mf hwkf "Midda' liwiie ; 
An', O ! I thoqi^ my hettiH^wad hmk 

While laii^ I mttrmur^Mh Ui m^. 
He gaoed upo' my Bkmf*d fomiy.^ 

I kentwhftf in^ Im^ft dbt-gteaiiiH^ 
He thought na in hU cntdtie^ 

The change v^» wr d i >g i tt }tfi woitin'^'yin. 

He cauldly spake o* youthfu' days ; 

An' o' his plighted faith spak* he ; 
An' syne I scom*d the warld's slave. 

An' proudly tanld him he was free. 
He tam*d him wi' a mockin* smile, 

An' offer'd gowd an' offerM gear ; 
An' then I sought in vain to die, — 

For this I cou'd oa, eou d iia'lMar« 

Truth, Lure^ an* Wwiaafs- F^iitii^ in y«iith, 

A dwallin' place had biggft mey^^ 
A hame whare Joy upo' my heart 

Had hlbikit gwnshlwe woaiboiisiie. ; 
But Falsehood cam', an* tolte easetM 

That Palace o' the Soui did ftb'; 
For Woman's TmslBii' fViith waagant^ 

An' Truth an' Luve war' te tmm» 
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I bared my breast anoath a r»y 

Sent frae LaYeVbotmie Simmer stin ; 
But, ere I. wktt,: caold Winter cam', 

An' ,Hope an* Jey gaed one by on^. 
I maybe lo'ed a tbijag o* earth 

0*er weel, an' Heaven burst tbe chain ;- 
I ken na ; but my heart is sair, 

An' Age IS oomin' canUl an' lane ! 



SUAOOSR WOOING. 

The green brume was blooniinJ^** 

The daisy was seen 
Peerin* up to the sky. 

Frae the flower-i^ngled green,— 
The bumie was loupin' 

By bank an' byi^rae, ' 
While alang by its margin ' " 

A lassie did gne. 
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She heard the wee bii<diei • 

8mg hie m thei duds, • 
An* the downy wing'd br^eitei 

Creep throHgh the green wads 
An' she saw the bright e'enin' sun 

Lighting the whole : — 
There was joy in the lassie's face-* 

Peace in her sonl ! 

She sat in the shade 

O* a sweet-scented briar. 
An* the sounds o' the wild-wud 

Cam* salt on her ear ; 
While the flushes o* feeKn' 

Swept o'er her sweet face; 
As the cluds o'er the mune 

Ane anither do cbaeew ' ^ 

In the peace o' the twilight 

Her soul did repose— 
Whar' green leares war? wavin' 

Her eyelids did close. 
She lay in that bower ' 

In her innocent sleep, 
An' spirits around her - 

Their rigils' did keep. 
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The butliM% l^i««tfifi»d 

On her chaek fair a io«rer, 
As a. pwPQ msideti bbiah 

8f!8ke the ds^vm «' the hour. 
While ^e 1mm0 wm sle^in* 

A banld yoodi^saBi' by, — 
There was Hfe^in Ms^^^oot^lep 

An' luve in Im eye. 
He stood by the maiden, 

Who lay in bsr-dreflln. 
An' heard her iS'Skiinber 

Laigh murHHir'his mime. 
An idol she seem'd 

Sae heaTealie. fiijif^ 
An' he «a idelator 

WorshqiiAn' thene. 
He kiss'd b«r «vire0t lig^ 

An' hor mirm dieek he press'd ; 
An' the laasievaiPEebe 

On her leal lover^^ bneast ! 

The e'enin' wm^taHa' 
On mountain aa' felli — 

The rush o* the atBeiHu 
Through the darkness did swell 
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But the maid an* her true love 

Ne'er heeded the hour, 
As they sat in their hliss 

In that green hriar bower. 
He taold a' his luve, 

While her tears fell like rain, — 
Their joy was sae joyfu' 

It maistly was pain. 
They hamewith returned 

Through the sinunermist grey, 
An' twa hearts war' happy 

For eyer and aye ! 
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ORDE BRAES. 

There's nae hame like the hame o' youth- 

Nae itber spot sae fair : 
Nae ither faces look sae kind 

As the smilin' faces there. 
An' I ha'e sat by monie streams — 

Ha*e travelled monie ways ; 
But the fairest spot on the earth to me 

Is on bonnie Orde Braes. 

An ell-lang wee thing there I ran 

WV the ither neebor bairns, 
To pu' the hazePs shinin' nuts, 

An* to wander *mang the ferns, 
An' to feast on the bramble berries brown, 

An' gather the glossy slaes 
By the bumie's side ; an' aye sinsyne 

I ha'e lo'ed sweet Orde Braes. 
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The memories o' my father's hame, 

An' its kindly dwallers a* — 
O' the friends I lo'ed wi' a young heart's luve, 

Ere Care that heart cu'd thraw — 
Are twined wi' the stanes o' the siller hum, 

An' its fairy creeks an' hays 
That onward sang 'neath the gowden hrume 

Upo' bonnie Orde Braes. 

Aince in a day there war' happy hames 

By the bonnie Orde's side : — 
Nane ken how muckle peace an* luve 

In a straw-roof 'd cot can bide. 
But thae hames are gane, an' th^ hand o' Time 

The roofless wa's doth raze :— 
Laneness an' sweetness hand in hand 

Grang o'er the Orde Braes. 

O I an' the sun war» shiriin' noo, 

An' O I an' I war there, 
Wi' twa three friends o' auld langsyne 

My wanderin' joy to share. 
For, though on the hearth o' my baimhood's hame 

The flodi: o' the hills doth graze, 
Some kind hearts live to lo'e me yet 

Upo* bonnie Orde Braes. 
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THE BEREAVED. 

They're a* gane thegither, Jeanie — 

They're a gane thegither : 
Our bairns aaea;th the cauldrife yird 

Are laid wi* ane anither. 
Sax lads an' lasses Death has ta'en 

Frae faither an' frae mit^er ; 
But O ! we mauna greet an' mane — 

They're a on hie tfiegil^er, Jteanie — 

They're a on hie thegidier. 

Our eild will noo be drearie, Jeanie — 

Our eild will noo be drearie : 
Our young an' bonnie bairns ha'e g^e, 

An' left our hame fu' eerie. 
'Neath Age's hand we noo may grane — 

In poortith caidd may swid&er : 
The things that todled but an' ben 

Are a' on hie thegither, Jeavte*— 

Are a' on hie thegidier. 
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Noo sorrow may come near us, Jeanie — 

Noo sorrow may come near us : 
The buirdly chieldi^ are lyin' low 

Wha wadna lat it steer us. 
The bonnie lasses are awa' 

Wha came like sun-glints hither 
To fill wi' joy their faither*s ha — 

They're a' on hie thegither, Jeanie — 

They're a' on hie thegither. 

In the kirkyard they *re sleeping Jeanie — 

In the kirkyard they're sleepin' : 
It maybe grieves their happy sauls 

'tq see their parents, weepin'. 
They 're on to bigg a hame for us, 

Whare flowers like them ne'er wither, 
Amang the stams in luve an' bliss — 

They're a' on hie thegither, Jeanie — 

They re a' on hie thegither. 
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THE HEATHER. 

The heather, the heather, 
The honnie hrown heather — 
The heather, the heather 
O* Scotland O I 

'Tis thy hadge an' thy token, thou gem o' the North — 
'Tis wide-spread as the fame o' thy honour an' worth : 
It is welcomed wherever its red blossoms blow 
As the bonnie brown heather o' Scotland O ! 
Chorus — The heather, the heather, 

The bonnie brown heather — 
The heather, the heather 
O' Scotland O ! 
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The dark hair o' o«r mwd^M it d«dk» oit quf hilk, 
An' the place e^* aplmne in the bonnet it fiUa : 
On the monntain it hlocona an' in valleya helow ; 
O I the bonnie brown headier o' Seotland O ! 
Chartuh-^Tha heather, tha heather. 

The bonnie brown heather — 
The heather, the heather 
O'JSieotlandO! 

Tis the best pledge o' friendship^ o* trae lare, an* trath ; 

'Tis the plant o' our hamecK^o' the land a' our youth. 

By our-door-steps an' hameiteads it sweetly doth grew ; 

O ! the bonnie brown heather o' Scotland O I 
Charm^-^Tke heather, the heather. 

The bonnie brown heather — 
The heather, the heather 
O' Scotiand O ! 

For freedom, langsyne, whan our forefathers fought — 
Whan wi' bluid frae their bauld hearts our birthright 

they bought — 
They fell free an' conquerless frontin' the foe 
On the bonnie brown heather o* Scotland O I 
Charm — The heather, the heather, 

The bonnie brown heather — 
The heather, the heather 
O' Scotland 1 
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The fields o' renown whare our warriors have bled— 
The cairns on our hills whare onr chieftains are laid — 
Ilka scene that is dear to our hearts bright doth glow 
Wi' the foonnie brown heather o' Scotland O ! 
Chorum — ^The heather, the heather, 

The bonnie brown heather — 
The heather, the heather 
O' Scothuid O I 

Let us stand, an' uncorer'd, our hands let us join, 
Vowin' hie-hearted manhood we never will tyne ; 
But will strive to bring honour wherever we go 
To the bonnie brown heather o' Scotland O ! 
CAortif*— The heather, the heather. 

The bonnie brown heather — 
The heather, the heather 
O' Scotland O ! 
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TO THE LADY OF* MY HEART. 

I DREAM*D I had a diamond mine 

Ayont yon billowy sea, 
An' a' thing rich an' a' thing rare, 

Was brought to pleasure me. 
Earth's fairest things were at my gate 

An' standin' in my ha' ; 
But forth I cam' in that proud hour 

An' chose tiiee 'mmig: tibem a'. 

I dream*d I was a powerfii* kingt 

Wi' servants at command,^* 
Ae word' wad brought vmto my knee 

The brightest in the land ; 
But ne'er on pataced haJh I look'd — 

I hied me to the lea, 
An' mair than crowns — a Ioyiii' heart — 

I Uithely gave to thee. 
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I woke, an' was what I am now, — 

A man o' laigh degree, 
Nae walth ha'e I — ^nae silken pomp — 

Nae gather'd gowd to gi'e : 
But I ka'e something yet to boast, 

Ne'er bought wi' warld's gear, — 
A heart that never fail'd a friend, 

An' what wad ye ha'e mair ? 



THE PRISONER'S SONG. 

War' I a little simmer bird, 

Awa', on twitterin' wing, 
I ftu>.wad flee, 'mang wild-wuds green. 

An' blithely I wad sing ; 
An' I wad sit by ilka flower, 

An' taste ilk drap o' dew — 
A* wad be mine where light hath shone,- 

Green glens and waters blue. 
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O I I wad flit o^er heatberd hilb, 

An' sit by momitain streflmA— - 
O ! I wad be wliar' ni^tly yet 

I wander in my dreams — 
Pu'in' the bonnie mountain-flowers, 

An'> listenin' to the sang 
O* mountain-birds, — ^the mossy rocks 

An* hoary crags amang. 

The birds may sit whare*er they list, 

Whare'er they list may flee ; 
They arena' barr'd, as I am now, 

Wi' wa's batth thick and hie. 
My heart is dead wi' weariness, — 

Here breezes never blaw ; 
An' tears, like those within my e'en. 

Are a* the dews that fa*. 

The simmer e'enin>s settin* sun 

Into my dungeon throws 
Ae single ray, — a holy flower 

That, 'mid the darkness, grows : 
A joyfu' tale it tells to me 

O' freedom's happiness ; 
And, though the joy I cannot taste, 

I love it not the less. 
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il[for,'irlnr' it iittdi/beea---* 

A'^retfdwi'lnrekamigieeiH — 
O* siHrgki*'%irdg tsk^imakm^ iamsy 

An* i^iAds, ^' gender sweliiii' ; 
O* l)0niiie'b«ni»-^fair Fveedom^s type — 

To me l^t ifny is t^in*. 

It tliiispers wliat the free enjoy, 

On mocmtain sn* in glen, — 
TliingB haly, freshy and beMitifal^ . 

That I ' maun «ever ken — 
O ! firtay^a whiie, '^bmtuvtmaer ray, 

Ndr leave 'iM thws abme ; — 
^O i^^kaytin' dlicanery^o^4tgV0ws ; 

An' fMhnp^theiiibtig gane i 
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A CASTLE IN THE AIR. 

Come, sit amaog the daisies, 

Beside the violets blue, 
A dream I have to tell you<-^ 

An' O! if it war' true! 
For 'tis o' luve an' happiness. 

An' ither fireside things : 
The scenes o' Scotland's cottage hames 

That dream before me brings. 

I thought that baith thegither 

We gaed across the sea, 
An' deep into the forest land 

O' yon far counterie ; 
Syne, we chose a very pleasant spot 

Beside a wudland lake. 
An' there a lowly forest hame, 

O' tall trees, we did make. 
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We biggit it beside a stream, 

Within a forest glade, 
Whar' the fairest o' the wndland thingg 

Their dwaUin'-place had made. 
It was a lowly hamestead. 

An' round it to an' fro 
A sun-nursed flower its clusters rich 

Fn' gracefully did throw. 

We reared our modest dwallin'-— 

We clear*d our forest land--^ 
An' through the bosky glens sae wild 

We wander'd hand-»in-hand. 
*'* •„ ^ Like a voice frfie hame, the blue bird 

Aye cheer'd us wi' its sang ;— 
We war' as happy in the wuds 

As simmer days are laag. 

My dreai^ o' ^eace an* happiness 

Was far o'er gude to last : 
The light grew dim, syne pass'd away,— 

The sky grew sair o'ereast. 
'T was but a vision o* the night, 

An' cam' but to deceive ; 
But boddin* o* a gown o' green, 

We *11 maybe'g^et the sleeve ! 
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THERE'S NEVER AN END O' HER PLYTIN' 
AN' DIN. 

There 's joy to the laye, but there 's sadaess to me ; 
For my gudewife an* I can do a' thing but 'gree : 
In but-house an' ben-houie — baith outby an' in — 
There 'a never an end o' her flytin' ai>' din. 

She's gimin* at e'enin' — she 's g^in' at mom — 
A' hours o' the day in my flesh she 's a thorn : 
At us baith a' the neebour-fouk caona but grin, — 
There 's never an end o' her flytin* an' din. 

She scolds at the lasses — she skelps at the bairns — 
An' the chairs an* the creepies she flings them in cairns. 
I m joyfu' whan aff frae ttie house I can rin, — 
There 's never an end o' her flytin' an' din.. 
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Whan I bid her speak laigher, fu» scornfa' she sneers ; 
Syne she skraighs like a goslin*, till a'body hears ; 
Then I maun sing sma', just to keep a hale skin : — 
There *s never an end o' her flytin' an' din. 

Ance deaved to the heart by her ill-scrapit tongue, 
To quiet her I tried wi* a gude hazel rung : — 
Wi' the taogs she repaid me, an' thocht it nae sin : 
There *s never an end o* her flytin' an* din. 

There 'a ae thing I ken, an' that canna be twa — 
I wish frae this warld she ance war' awa' ; 
An' I trusty if ayont to the ill place she win, 
They '11 be able to bear wi' her fl3rtin* an' din. 

To the wa' the door rattles — ^that 's her comin' ben ; 
An' I maun gi'e o'er or the Luckie wad ken. 
Gude save us ! she 's clearin' her throat to begin : — 
The Lord keep ye a' frae sic fl3rtin' an' din ! 
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THE DECEIVBD. 

O I WEARY on the waefu' nidit 

Whan to the wndhmd I did gang. 
An* weary on the little bird 

That wiled me wi' its gloamm* sai^. 
An' may die bonnie nmmer flowers 

Ne*er blvmie npo' that bank again, 
Whar' him I met wha 's noo awa*, 

An' left me here to greet alane. 

The mune was sailin' through the lift, 

The leaves war* dancm' fai the air ; — 
The throstle's sang frae yon bumnside 

Cam' swellin' o'er the meadows fair. 
He Tow'd by a' in Heaven abune,— 

Yet heedless he awa' has gane ; — 
The flower he pu'd^ syne scom'd the tree,. 

An' left me here to g^reet alaner 
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My mither looks wi' tearfu' e'en, 

My faither^ grievin*, turns awa* — 
They little wist that e'er by me 

Sic dule upo' their heads should fa*. 
My burstin' heart, be still ! be still I — 

]Vty bonnie baimie dinna mane, 
Though he has scom'd his plighted troth, 

An' left me here to greet alane. 

Lat never maiden after me 

Grang to the greenwud-shaw at e'en, 
Nor trust to vows as light as air — 

As early burst as his ha'e been. 
Men's hearts are fause as changin' winds, 

An' hard as onie marble stane, — 
They 11 daut, like him, an hour or twa. 

Syne leave, like him^ to greet alane. 
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THE LEGEND. 

The Monk hath pat on hig silken cowl, 

An* through the Cathedral dim, 
Wi' a noiseless step he hurries on ; 

An' his face is ghastly grim : 
An' now frae his pouch the Monk hath ta'en 

The red-rusted kirkyard key, 
An* awa' 'mang the tombs the Monk hath gane. 

To work out his gramarie. 

A fearfd' man was the hoary Priest 

Wha dwalt in St Mary's Cell ;— 
His warks an' his ways in the hours o' nicht 

War' a wonder to hear an' telL 
He could bring the deid frae out their graves. 

An' could cross the winter sea 
On a windlestrae-tap, — the Unhaly Arte 

He had leam'd in Germanie* 
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An' the Monk 'maDg the darkness-hidden graves 

Stude wi' a frowning hrow ; 
While the nicht-wind wildly round him songh'd 

O'er monie a height an* howe : 
' An' the Monk look'd prondly round him then, 

An', '* before the mom^" said he^ 
« The fiends o' the earth an' the fiends o* air 

<< The shives o* .my win shall be." 

An' he took a faEright sword frae its dieafch, 

An' around hkn a circle diew» 
Syne mutter'd wofds ; May tiie Yirgin^ke^ 

FVae their powerbutk me an' yon : 
Ab* then there war* soonds vpo^ the earth 

An' sounds within die air ; 
An' Ae fisads' uahidy enrsin' cam' 

As the Monk stnde waitm* there. 

Syne thus jmtspaka this wioloed £riefl^ 

^ Till the monun' ye are free 
Fiae my clnrmed.rii^ to tmipt ity feei^ 

Or my slaves ye maon surely heV* 
An' Ae toy forms at the seortifii' wards 

Did laugh wi' might an' main; 
An' the Monkiwhar' he stnde in Us dianaed mg: 

JPn' scomfii' laofh'd a^aiiu " 
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Syne the ffdrest maid e'en ever saw 

The fiends to him did bring, 
An' they thought her beauty rich an' ripe 

Wad tempt him frae his ring : 
Bnt the Priest a rosie cheek could mock, 

An' could geek at gowden hair ; 
An' he cared not for a woman's tears, 

Though they fell on a bosom bare. 

A feast they spread on a broad graye-stane, — 

But he cared not for gluttonie ; — 
A throne an' a sceptre baith they brought, 

But he mockit them scomfolie : 
An' the fiends o' earth an' the fiends o' air 

B^outh to greet an' wail, 
For they feaz^d that they sune wad servants be 

To the Monk o' St Mary*s Cell. 

But ane brought forth a casket rare, 

Fill'd up wi' treasured gold ; 
An' the Monk's e'en glared wiian he saw the coins 

That by mortal ne'er war* told : 
An' he straight forgot his charmed ring — 

Yea, all but his userie — 
An' the fiends langh'dloud while they bore the Monk 

Whar' the Gode shall never be. 
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The morrow rose, but tte PriesI nae mm 

Was seen in hu wonted cell ;' 
There was nane his daily prayers to say— <- 

There was nafie his beads to teU. 
Syne the oiild Abbot shook his rosie head— 

I^or a wise fat man was he — 
An' he wani'd ilk Monk who wore a cowl 

To beware, o' gnunarie ! 



THE HIGHLAND PLAII>. 

O I leeze me on the Hieland plaid — 
Hie tartan plaidie— tartan phddie ! 

The very nght o't makes me glad-*- 
The bonnie tartan plaidie ! 

It minds me o' the happy days 
Whan blithe I herdit on the braes<*« 
O' lore an' a' its gladesome ways : 

Be blessings on the plaidie I 
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Ch&ruS'^O I leese me on the Hieliind^iisud— ^ 
The isAsPtBoi pLudie— tartan plaidie ! 
T3ie very fflght e't makes me glad— ^ 
The Bonnie taitan plaidie I 

My Sandy was the triggest lad 
That ever made a lassie glad ; 
An' O I a handsome look he had 

Whan he put on his plaidie. 
Chorus — ^O I leeze me on the Hieland plud*^ 
The tartan plaidie— -tartan plaidie ! 
The very sight o*t makes me glad-*- 
The bonnie tartan plaidie ! 

I mind it as I mind yestreen*-* 
Whan courtin' he wad come at ^'en : 
We sat npo' the trystin' green 

Aneath his tartan plaidie. 
Cherw — O ! leeze me pa. the Hieland plaid — 
The tartan plaidie—tartan plaidie ! 
The very sight o't makes me glad — 
The bonnie taartan plaidie ! 

At fairs an' p?eachin's te and near ^ 

Baith Sandy «n' his joe war* there ; 
An' as we hame-at nigkt did^wear> 
He roVd me in his plaidie. 
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C%on»-^0 i leese me on the Hielaad plaid— - 
The tartan plaidie— tartan plaidie ! 
The very sight o't makes me glad — 
' The bonnie tartan plaidie ! 

For monie a year at hame, a-fidld> 
The plaidie was his cosie bield : 
O ! vow, he was a sonsie chield 

Whan he gat on his plaidie. 
Chorvs — O 1 leeze me on the Hieland plaid--- 
The tartan plaidie — tartan plaidie \ 
The very sight o't makes me glad — 
The bonnie tartan plaidie ! 

Whan winter niehts war* lang an* cauld, 
Upo' the hill he watch*d the fauld, 
Frae e'en to mom sae crouse an' bauld, 
Weel happit in his. plaidie I 
Chorus — O ! leeze me on the Hieland plaid-^ 
The tartan plaidie — ^tartan plaidie ! 
The very sight o't makes me glad — 
The bonnie tartan plaidie ! 

Whan Sandy gaed as I am gaen — 
Whan firae our fireside he was ta'en-r- 
They. laid him low aneath the stane 
Row'd in his tartan plaidie. 
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Ckoru$^0 J leese me on the Hieland plaid-* 
The tMTton phudie— tartan plaidie ! 
The very sight o't makes me glad-^ 
The bonnie tartan pfaudie ! 



VISIONS- 

« My hand is strong, my heart is bold, 

My purpose stem," I said ; 
'' And shall I rest till I have wreath'd 

Fame's garland round my head?-^ 
No ! men shall point to me and say, 

< See what the bold can do ! ' " 
" Yon dream 1" a chilling Whisper said ; 

And quick the vision flew. 

** Yes, I will gain,'' I musing thought, 
" Power, pomp, and potency; 

Whatever the proudest may have been, 
That straightway will I be. 
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I '11 write my name on Imnum li«ari» 

So deep, *t will ne'«r deoay !" 
'< You irmaaa. !" and as the Wiwiper spoke. 

My vision fled away. 

" I *m poor," I said ; but I will toil 

And gather store of gold ; 
And in my purse the fate of kings 

And nations I will bold : 
I '11 follow Fortune till my path 

With wealth untold she strew I" 
Again, << You dream!" the Whisper said. 

And straight my vision flew. 

'' I 'llbreathe to men," I proodiy thought, 

" A strain of poesy, 
Like the angelic songs of ^d. 

In fire and energy. 
My thoughts the thoMghits of many kinds, 

Of many men shall gM»w,>^ 
'< You dream !" the Whi^r sooming.said — 

I dared not answer No. 

If I can gain nor name nor power, 

Nor gold, by high empiife, 
Bread to the hungry I will give, 

And dry the orphaned eyes : 
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Through me the Sun of Joy shall find 

Its way to Sorrow's door : 
<< The wildest dream of all/' then said 

The Whisper—'* You are poor I " 

" I'm poor, unheeded ; but I'll be 

An honest man," I said ; 
" Truth I shall worship, yea, and feel 

For all whom God hath made : 
Hie Poor and Honest Man can stand 

With an unbleiiohiiig brow 
Before Swlh's Uf^iefl^— suoh Til bet' • 

The Wbisper spoke not now ! 
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THE LASS O' TURRIT HA*. 

Amano the hills, the rocky hills, 

Whar* whirs the moorcooki wares the heather, 
Ae bonnie mor&i in lightsome June, 

I wi' a lassie did forgather. 
Her naked feet, amang the grass, 

Seem*d dancin* snaw-white lambies twa, 
As she gaed smgin' through the glen — 

The bonnie lass o' Torrit Ha* I 

1 stude upo' an anld grey stane. 

An' foUow'd her wi* strainin' e*e. 
As baimies look on fallin* stams 

That o'er the lift glint silendie. 
Her sang, her bonnie momin* sang, 

Upo* my heart did thrillin* fa' ; 
A thing o' licht an* Inve was she. 

The bonnie hiss o' Turrit Ha*! 
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I met her on Ae SaUialihodiy, 

WhsKk winds smtrnff tiie wuck wilr^ lowne— - 
Whan o'^ert^e mum o* gene «i' brum^ 

Gam* sweet the plaintive i^atmte^l tune. 
An monle a Jbonnie ^ftKan was there; 

But she was Mtmt o* them a*'^ - 
The bonniest tx'ee wiMun the wnd-^ 

The bonnie hiss o' Turrit Ha' I 

An' whan they sang the haly Psalm, 

Her voice was sweetest, dearest there — 
'Mang a' that gaed to Gtod abune, 

Hers was the purest haly prayer ! 
I thocht the licht o* day was gane 

Whan she ayont the kirkyaird wa', 
By yon bum-brae gaed wanderin' hame — 

The bonnie lass o* Turrit Ha ! 

A' things in earth art' Heavejfirabtmfe 

Ha'e something worthy to he Itived ; 
But, miur than a' I met afore. 

That lassie's smile my bosom moved. 
The birdie lo'es the summer bush, 

The maukifl^^Ib'fes'tlte gi-^enwud-shaw ; 
But nane can teB hoW weel' I Yo^ed 

The bonnie lltss o*' Trtetit fhk I 
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The Simmer bud o' Tmrit Gkn, 

Alase! aneath the mools is Uud ;— ^ 
The winds that waved her vwejn hair. 

Are caiildly whistUn' o*er her bed. 
Bat, while yon silent mane dothshine-o-^ 

Sae lang as I ha'e breath to draw — 
I 'II mind the gem o' yoath an' lave — 

The bonnie lass o* Tarrit Ha' ! 



It £ AJRJa FR££i« 

Like lightnings' flash 

Upon the foe 
We bursty and laid 

Their glories low I 
Like moontain-floods 

We on them came-*-* 
Like withering blast 

Of soorchii^ flamoHi* 
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lake homeand 
Up<Mi the eea^— • 

Shouty We are free ! 

We stmck for God— 

We struck for life*- 
We stmck for sire — 

We stmck for wife— • 
We strack for home— 

We strack for all 
That man doth loss 

By bearing thrall t 
We strack 'gainst chains, 

For liberty I 
Now, for oar pains, 

Sflioat, We are free ! 

Give to the slain 

A sigh — a tear ;— 
A carse to those 

Who spoke of fear! 
Then eat yoor bread 

In peace ; for now 
The Tyrant's pride 

Is lying low t 
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His strengOi is brokeaiWr.. 

His minioiis fl^e*^ 
The V^Sim baA spokan^ 



THE WARLD'S FU' O' SOAlTH AN' TOIL. 

The warid»B fo' tf so^thio' toil- 
Its gruesome face doth seldom smile ; 
But what care I h^W snil'irblif 

Its sadness shall ner^ dkmAWti me ! 
-.;.':■:.;.' 

An' men ar« fiiwsd an' manen Irail 

An' Friendsh^ a£t) at n9ed:d<|i|liiiul ; 
But, though the waMt o't I iiia}r see, 

Their fauseness shdl4iW9V d«tbiM»me 1 
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Life*s dearest lichts may feAe awa*. 
An* dour misfortimes doon may fa' ; 
But I will keep a spirit hie, — 
The warst o*t shall never dannton me ! 

O ! lat me ha*e a leal tme heart — 
Lat honour never frae me part ; 
An', though in want, sae caiild, I dee. 
Even that shall never daunton me ! 



A ROMAUNT- 



Ths evening bell hath the cnrfew toU'd, 
And the cloud of night on the earth hath roU-d ; 
The sea waves fallen the sandy shore. 
Like sullen things, with an angry roar, : 
'Tis the lonesome, sleeping, midnight hour — 
Why beams yon light from the castle tower ? 
Why tarries that boat on the surfy strand ? 
And why doth each rower clutch a brand ? 
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IdO ABOMAUNT. 

Two forms appear tkroagh the dn^ty night — 
Tig a rover free and a ladj. bright : 
She hath left her ffttibier's castle hall« 
His broad fav lands, and his riches all. 
The bride of a wanderer wild to be, 
And to make her home on the tameless Sea : — 
Now the boat islanneh'd on its ocean way. 
And onward it speeds o'er the Waterd gt«y. 

The morning is up, but the clouded sun 

Throws not a ray on yon castle dun ; 

And oh ! there is weeping and wailing there — 

The other's moan and the mother's prayer ; 

For never again in their home^ shaH^be 

The lost one, who sails on the foaming sea : — 

The flower hath been snapped from its parent stem, 

And the garden iMh IdM'its brightest gem. 

Now in bright 9andiine*-now in gloomy shade — 
Thirt ship on the deep her home hath made : 
She has felt the gales of many a land» 
And her prow has h»ok'd on many a tstrBXkd : 
But her hour hath come— the wild winds rave — 
There swims on her trade a giant wave : 
And the rover wild, and his £»ir lAdie, 
Are sleeping now in the dark green sea I 
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THE WOOING. 

Though oyerly proud, she was bonnie an' young, 

An', in spite o* her jeers an' her scomin*, 
I lo'ed her as weel, or mair than mysel' ; 

An' I foBow'd her e'enin' an' momin'. 
She trysted me aaoe, an' «he trysted me twice, 

But^>--tlie limmer !i-*she never cam' near me ; 
Alt*, whan I complained o't, she leneh, while she 
speer*d^ 

Was I fear'd %hat the bogles wad steer me ? 

I gaed to the market to meet wi' my joe, 

An', to buy her back-burdens o' faam% 
My lung-hoarded 8hillin'« an' saxpenees took ; 

For I Tow'd that I wadna be sparin'. 
She pouch'd a' my sweeties, my apples, an* rings, 

Till awa' was ilk lang-4reasured shilling 
Then says I, "We'll go hame ;" " Losh, Geordie, 
gae waV 

Says she, " for your sv^pper is spiliin' !*' 
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Wi* puir Geordie's fairin's, sae fine, in her pouch, 
• She gaed an' drew up wi' anither — 
The chield threw his arms ahout her sweet neck, 

An* awa' hame they cleekit thegither. 
Wi' a heart sad an' sair I foUow'd the twa — 

At her auld faither's door saw them partin' — 
Syne lifted the sneck, an' crap after my joe, 

Wi' a waefii'-like look, I am certain! 

I whisper'd her name, an' I clinkit me doon 

In the dark, on the settle, aside her. 
An' clew at my head-— I iras sairly tongue-tied ; 

For I hadna' the smeddum to chide her. 
I noo an' then mumbled a short word or twa— 

A saffc word or twa to my dearie — 
But she gapit, an' gauntit, sae aft an' sae lang, 

An' she said she o' courtin' was weary ! '^ 

I raise to gae hame ; but the Di'el, for my sins, 

O'er the flure gart me stoiter an* stammer, 
Till the pans made a noise, as the tinker had been 

A-smashin' them a' wi' his hammer. 
At the clatter, up startit the waukrife auld wife, — 

Her claes she put on in a hurry ; 
Says she, << There 's a loon 'yont the haUan wi' Meg, 

An' the tangs in his hams I will bury !" 
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The flytin* anld rudas cam* but wi' a bang ; 

An' my bosom was in a sad swither ; 
An' maist I wad 'greed to forgotten my Meg, 

If I had got quat o' her mither. 
The wife an* theiangs were ahint me, I trow ; 

An* the window was hie, — ^but I jumpit, 
An^ up to the neck in a deep midden-hole, 

Like a trout in a bucket, I plumpit l 

Baith mither an' dochter glower'd out on the fun, 

An' the young gilpie Maggie was lauchin' ; 
The auld ane skreigh'd out wi' a terrible yowl, 

« Hey, lad i ye are row'd in a rauchin." 
My heart it was sad, an* my hea:rt it was sair, 

While my fause luve my sorrow was mockin' ; 
An' an uncanny something raise up in my throat, 

Till I thoucht that I surely was choakin'. 

I ran to the bum, an' to droon me I vow'd. 

For my heart wi' my fause luve was breakin' ; 
But the banks were sae hie, an* the water sae deep, 

That the sight o't wi' fear set me quakin' ! 
Says I, Why despair ? Sae comfort I took : — 

A sweetheart ! I '11 sune get anither : 
Sae hamewith I toddled, an' endit it a* — 

For I tauld my mischance 4;o my mither ! 
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THE BURSTING OP THE CHAIN. 

AN ANTHEM FOR THE THIRD CENTENARY OF THE REFORMATION* 
(iMSCRIBXB TO THS BEYEBBND H. CLA&KS.) 

An offering to the sbrine of Power 
Our hands shall never bring — 

A garland on the car of Pomp 

» 

Our hands shall never jBing — 
Applauding in the Conqueror's path 

Our voices ne'er shall be ; 
But we have hearts to honour those 

Who bade the world go free t 

Stem Ignorance man's soul had bound 

In fetters, rusted o'er 
With tears — ^with scalding human tears — 

And red with human gore ; 
But Men arose — the Men to whom 

We bend the freeman's knee^ — 
Who, GoD-encouraged, burst the chain, 

And made our ifothers free I 
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Light direlt where Darkness erst had been — 

The mom of Mind arose — 
The dawning of that Day of Love 

Which never more shall dose : 
Joy grew more joyful, and more green 

The valley and the lea, — 
The glorious sun from Heaven look'd down, 

And smiled upon the free L 

Truth came, and made its home below ; 

And Universal Love, 
And Brotherhood, and Peace, and Joy, 

Are fbllowiiig from above i 
And hasppy ages on the earth 

Humsmty shall see ; 
And happy lips shall Uesi tMr names 

Who made our children free I 

Praise to die Good-4he Pore-^the Great— 

Who made us what we are 1— 
Who lit die flame whidi yet shall glow 

Wldi radianee brighter tsuc : — 
Glory to diem in coming time, 

And dirough Eternity I 
They burst die Ci^tive's gaUing chain, 

And bade die wmrld ga free ! 
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MY HAME. 

O ! I ha'e lo'ed the heather hills, 

Whar' simmer breezes blaw ; 
An' I ha*e lo'ed the glades that gang 

Through yonder greenwud-shaw \ 
But noo the spot maist dear to me 

If whar* the mune doth beftTn 
Doon through the sleepin' leaves, to watch 

My ain wee oautie hame. 

My cantie hame ! its roof o* strae, 

Aneath yon thorn I see — 
Yon cosie bush ^hat couthie keeps 

My wife an* baimies three. 
There 's green girse roun' my cottage sma', 

An' by it rins a stream, 
Whilk ever sings a bonnie sang 

To glad my cantie hame. 
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Whan dehrin' in the shengh at e'en, 

Its cnrlin' reek I see ; 
I ken the precions things at hame 

Are thinkin' npo' me. 
I ken my restin' chair iis set, 

Whar* oomes the wannest gleam — 
I ken there 's langin' hearts in thee, 

My idn wee cantie haane. 

O i can I do htft hire it weel. 

When a' thing's loves(»ne th^e ? 
My cheerfu' wife — ^my laiighm' weans — 

The mom an' e'enin' {miyor. 
The Sahbakh's waoder in the wnds, 

An* by the santniea faem-^ 
The warst o* hearts might learn to lo'e^ 

My ain^wee cantie haate. 

The blessing o' a hame — bless'd heart, 

Be warm upon it a^ — 
On wife an' bttrns may love an' peace 

Like sunbeams joyous fa'! 
Blithe thoAta are rittdft' throng my heart, 

O I thochto I canaanaine*-^ 
Sae glad are they-^^^^hile thiiditn' o' 

My ain wee eaatii hamo» 
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WE'LL MAKE THE WARLD BETTER YET. 

The braw fouk crush the pair fouk doon, 

An* bluid an' tears are rinnin* het ; 
An' mukle ill, and muckle wae, 

We a' upo' the earth ha'e met. 
An' Falsehood aft «omes banldly forth, 

An* on the throne o' Truth doth sit ; 
Bnt true hearts a' — gB^ work awa' — 

We '11 make the warld better yet ! 

Though Superstition, hand in hand, 

Wi' Prejudice — that gruesome hag — 
Gangs linkin' s^ill — though Misers mak' 

Their heaven o' a siller bag: 
Though Ignorance, wi' bluidy hand, 

Is tryin* Slavery's bonds to knit — - - 
Put knee to knee— ye bauld an* free — 

We 11 mak* the warld better yet ! 
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See yonder coof wha becks an* boos 

To yonder fiile wha's ca'd a lord : 
See yonder gowd-bedizzen'd wight — 

Yon fopling o' the bluidless sword. 
Baith slave, an' lord, an' soldier too, 

Maun honest grow or quickly flit — 
For freemen a', baith grit an*^ sma', — 

We 11 mak' the warld better yet ! 

Yon dreamer tells us o* a land, 

He firae his airy Inrain hath made— - 
A land whare Truth and Honesty 

Ha'e crushed the serpent FaUehood's head. 
But by the names o' Love and Joy^ 

An* Common-sense, an' Lear, an' Wit — 
Put back to back — an' in a cradt— • 

We '11 mak* our warld better yet ! 

The Knaves an' Fules may rage an^ storm^ 

The growling Bigot may deride— * 
The tremblin' Slave awa' may rin, 

An' in his Tyrant's dungeon hide ; 
But Free an' Bauld, an' True an' Gude, 

Unto this aith their seal ha'e set — 
« Frae pole to pole we 'U free ilk soul, 

The warld shaU be better yet !" 
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Chnfep imtte its home withiii my WeMl 
'nil my bean gi-ew sad aiid oold — 

Till my smdiLett cheek and my dtdl dim eye 
Of its hl^lltiag {M^eaee told. 

A blacker Fiend came mocking then : — 

It ira» Madness in its ire ; 
And its mBieUsthmiit: mfybsart^sCHHgs wrench'd^ 

And it wvapt my bndn im'fite : 

And it f0i%ht> with Reason in. my hreast 

Till it had its dffefol vill^ 
Till bound indts drains was the str^gliag sonl^, 

Which was "wHdly eonsdous stilL 
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I spoke with Madness' raving Toice> 

And I glared wilbh Madness' eyes : 
Flesh did its work while the spirit wept 

O'er the body's sacrifice. 

My feet and hands with chains were bcrandi 

And my body sufiPer'd blows ; 
And the dark Fiend shriek'dfrom the spirit's home 

As the lash in menace rose. 

The eye that once looked kind on me 

Now fearful o'er me stole ; 
Then the Fiend wonld turn with a mocking langh 

To its trembling victim ionl. 

Months, years, of torture such as this 

I do remember now, 
Till my hair grew white and my body weak, 

And wrinkled grew my brow : 

And then there came a dreary blank 

When all was dark within — 
A howling night of unuttered woe 

Where a moonbeam could not win. 
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And in that night I had » dimm :-^ 

I thonght that flur sway 
From the dongeon deqp — ^my tortare«home — 

On a morning I did stray* 

I thonght I by within a wood, 
In its glorious summer prime ; 

And I heard the voice of Him who spans 
Eternity and time. 

He bade the Fiend resign its prey. 
And the prison'd soul go free ; 

And the dream was o*eri for I stood restored 
Beneath the fixrest tree I 
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THE LAMENT OP BEKEDICK THE MARRIED 
MAN. 

I ANCE was a wanter, as happy 's a bee : — 
I meddled wi' nane tai* nane meddled wi' me. 
I whiles had a crack o'er a cog o' gude yill — 
Whiles a bicker o' swats — whiles a heart-heezin' gill ; 
An* I aye had a groat if I hadna a pound : — 
On the yearth there were nane micUe happier found : — 
But my auld mither died in the year aughty-nine, 
An' I ne*er ha'e had peace in the warld sinsyne. 

Fu* sound may she sleep — a douce woman was she, 
Wi* her wheel an' her pipe an' her patty o' tea. 
My ingle she keepit as neat as a preen, 
An' she never speer'd questions, as " Whar' ha'eyebeen ?" 
Or « What war' ye doin' ?" an' " Wha war' ye wi' ?"— 
We wsw' happy thegether, my mither an* me : 
But the puir bodie died in the year aughty-nine, 
An' I ne'er ha'e had peace in the warld sinsyne. 
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Whan my mither was gane for a while I was wae ; 

But a young chap was I, an* a wife I mann ha'e. 

A wife sune I gat, an» I aye ha'e her yet, 

An* fonk think thegether we unco weel fit : 

But my ain mind ha'e I, though I mauua speak o't, 

For mair than her gaUop I like my ain trot. 

O ! my auld mither died in the year aughty-nine, 

An' I ne'er ha'e had peace in the warld sinsyne. 

If I wi' a cronie be takin' a drap, 
She*ll yaumer, an' ca' me an auld drucken chap : — 
If an hour I bide out loud she greets an' she yowls 
An' bans a' gude fallows baith bodies an' souls, 
An' then sic a care she has o' her gudeman ! 
Ye wad think I war* doited — I canna but ban ! 
O ! my auld mither died in the year aughty-^^cie, 
An' I ne'er ha*e had peace in the warld synsyne. 

Our young gilpie dochters are leukin' for men, 
An* I'll be a grandsire or ever I ken : — 
Our laddies are thinkin' o' rulin' the roast — 
Their father, auld bodie,'s as deaf as a post ! 
But he sees their upsettin', sae crouse an' sae bauld : 
O ! why did I marry an' wharfore grow auld ? 
My mither ! ye died in the year aughty-nine, 
An' I ne'er ha'e had peace in the warld sinsyne ! 
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MY ONLY SISTER, 

The wild-flowers, Marg'ret, round thee up are springing 

And sending forth into the summer sky 

Their pure hearts' incense. Unto me they seem 

Thy guardian angels, ever watching thee, 

And praying for thee in sweet Nature's voice 

So purely holy ! 

The light of Iiove is In thine eye, my sister ! 

The open smile of Joy is on thy brow. 

Thy floating hair falls o'er a little heart 

As innocent, as loving, and as pure, 

As e'er on earth was loved with love like mine—- 

A brother*s love ! 

N 
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Fair as the image of a Poet's musings — 
Pure as the dreams of childhood's vision hour — 
Thou art to me ; for thou dost love me so. 
My heart shall never tire of loving thee ; 
And what the heart doth love grows heautifiil 

As a pure soul ! 

I would that I the dusky veil could sever 
Which shades the future from my longing sight, 
That I might watch thy onward way through life — 
That I might know how hest to save thy heart 
From woe — thy feet from snares — thy eye from tears — 

My darling sister ! 

! can that silver light which aye is flowing 
From watching-stars as flows unfailingly 

A river from its source — which looks upon 

Thy childhood's glee — e'er see thee lone with Woe 

A dweller in the dungeon-home of Grief 

With none to comfort ? 

1 know not, isister ; hut if purity 

Be ever watching o'er thy virgin soul, 

And if thy heart he filPd with Steadfastness 

With Trusting Love — ^with Truth that knows not guile — 
Grief may he grievous, but thou*lt sternly bear. 

My beautiful ! 
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Who spake of Grief? Can eyes so brightly beamiog 
With Love and Hope and Joy be fill'd with tears ? 
There is no heart so hard as do thee wrong, 
Thou art so innocent : So brightly trusting 
Would be thy smile into the face of Pain, 

It could not harm ! 

My sister ! friends may fail, and thy Affections 

On Instability may all be laid : 

But, in thy hour of loneliness, when those 

Thou lovest most have left thee-^then through tears 

Remember that thy brother's heart and hand^- 

Are ever open! 

The lore of all may change ; but hit /— O S never 
While Time is flowing, nor beyond the Grave. 
Dishonour ne'er shall cast its shadow o'er thee 
While life is in Am heart :— Thy head shall rest 
For ever on his breast^ and he will guard thee 

As doth thy mother ! 
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A DAY AMONQ THE MOUNTAINS. 

<< OoMB, lit by your htiM'% kaee, 
My loll, 
Oa tke Mftt by yow Mtt^i door^ 
And the thoughtf of yovor yontkAil hearti 
Myion^ 
Like a itream of Oladnen pour ; 
For, tihr inong the lonely hills, 
My son, 
Since the morning thou hast been ; 
Now tell me thy hright day-dreams, 
My son, — 
Yea, all thou hast thought and seen ! '' 
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<< Whan mom abune yon eastern hill 

Had raised its glimmertn* e'e, 
I hied me to the headier hillsy 

Whar* gorcocks erawin* flee ; 
An' e'er the laverock sought the lift, 

Fraa out the dewy dens, 
I wanderin' was by mountun-streams 

In lane an' hoary glens* 

<< Anld frownin' rocki on either hand, 

Uprear'd their heads to Heaven, 
Like temple^pillars which the foot 

O' Time had crush'd an' riven ; 
An' voices frae ilk mossy stane 

Upo' my ear did flow, — 
They spake o' Nature's secrets a' — 

The tales o' long ago. 

" The daisy^ £rae the bumie's side, 

Was lookin' up to God — 
The crag, that crown'd the towering peak 

Seem'd kneeling on the sod : 
A sound was in ilk dowie glen, 

An' on ilk naked rock — 
On monntain*peak— in valley lone*— 

An' haly worda it spoke. 
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<' The nameless flowers ti^at budded up — 

Each beauteoBS desart child — 
The heather's searlet blossoms spread 

0*er ihany a lanely wild : 
The lambkins, sporting in the g^lens — 

The mountains old and bar^-^ 
Seem*d worshipping; and there with them 

I breathed my morning prayer. 

** Alang o'er monie a mountain-tap^-— 

Alang through monie a glen — 
Wi' Nature haudin' fellowship, 

I joumey'd far frae men. 
Whiles suddenly a lonely tarn 

Wad burst upon my eye, 
An' whiles frae out the the solitudes 

Wad come the breezes' cry. 

•< At noon, I made my grassy coudi 

Beside a haunted stream, — 
A bonnie blumin' bush o' brume 

Waved o'er nie in my dream. 
I laid me there in slumberous joy 

Upo' the giant knee 
Of yonder peak, that seotU' d to bend 

In watching over me. 
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<< I dreant'd a. bofmiie i>otiliie d^eatn^ 

As sleepin' thbte I lay :*^ 
I thocht I brigbtl j rjoun' the saw 

The fairy people stray. 
I djpeanit they back a^fain htid o^norte 

To live in glen an' wold-^ 
To spoil; in delk 'neafh harV^ilt-nittnes — 

As in the days o' old. 

^ I saw ^netti dance upo' the Breeze^ 

An' hide within the flower — 
Sing bonnie an' unearthly sftiigs^ 

An' skim the lakelets o'er ! 
That hour t^« beings o' the past,*-^ 

O* ages lost an' gone 
Came back to eaifth, an' grot iin' glen 

War' peopled every one ! 

" The vision fled, an' I awoke :— 

The sun was sinkin' doon ; 
The mountain-birds frae ha^les brown 

Had sung their gloamin' tiine ; 
The dew was fallin' on the leaf, 

The breesees on thi^ flower ; 
An' Nature's heart was beating oalm^-^ 

It was the evening hour. 



y Google 



152 A DAY AMONG THE MOUNTAINSw 

<< An', father, whan the mime arose, 

Upo' a monntain-height 
I stadean' saw the brow of earth 

Bovmd wi' its siUer light. 
Nae somid cam' on the watching ear 

Upo' that dknt hill ; 
My e'en war' fill'd with tears, the hour 

Sae holy was an' still !. 

*< There was a lowly momid o' green 
Beside me risin' there, — 
A pillow whar* a bairn might kneel, 

An' say its twilight prayer. 
The mimelight kiss'd the gladsome flowers 

That o*er that monnd.did wave ; 
Then I remember'd that I stnde 
^ Aside the Martyrs' grave ! 

« I knelt upo' that hallowed earthy 

While Memory pictured o'er 
The changing scenes— i-the changing thoughts, 

That day had held in store ; 
An' then my breast wi' gladness swelFd^ 

An' God in love did bless,-— 
He gave me, 'mong aidd Scotland's hills^ 

A day o* happiness 1 " 
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A MAIDEN'S MBDItATIONS. 

Nae sweedieart iHi'e I; 

Yet I'm no tkat iU-faur'd : 
But there's oVer monie lasses^ 

An* wooenr are icflMU 
Thig akht I ^ hlie 

O my toeher wad gf e 
Ifa'itherbo<Be 

War' married but me. 

Syne I wtfd g«t pletity 

Aboot ue to ipe«r~ 
Fouk wadna be ftohiovis 

'Bout beauty or gear. 
Hearts broken in dksenft 

Around I wad see. 
If a' ither bodie 

War' married but me. 
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Ae lover would Ita'e 

A' my errands to rin ; 
Anither should tend me 

Baith outby an' in ; 
An* to keep me gade-hmnour'd 

Wad tak' twa or three. 
If a* ither bodie 

War' marned but me.. 

Fond wooers in dizsens- 

Whar' I ha'ena ane. 
An' worshippin' hearts 

Whar' I'm langin' alane — 
Frae momin' to e'enin% 

How bless*d wad I be, 
If a' ither bodie 

War' married but ma! 

A daft dream was yon — 

It has faded awa' : 
Nae bodie in passin' 

E'ergi'es mehcski 
Nae sweetheart adortn' 

I ever shall see 
Till a' ither bodie 

Be.married but me !. 
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YOUTH'S DREAMS. 

A PLEASANT tiling it is to mind 

O' youthftt* thochts an' things, — 
To pa' the fruit that on the tree 

O' Memory ripely hings, — 
To live agun die happiest hours 

0' happy days gane by, — 
To dream agun, as I ha'e dream'd, 

Whan I was herdin' kye ! 

Thae days I tho^t that fiw awa% 

Whar' hill an' sky seem met. 
The bounds o^ this maist glorious earth 

On mountain-taps war' set, — 
That sun an' mune an' blinkin' starns 

Shone doon frae Heaven high 
To licht earth's garden : Sae I dream'd 

Whan I was herdin' kye ! 
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I thocht the little btimies ran 

An' sang tbe while to met 
To glad me, flowers cam' on the earth 

And leaves upo' the tree — 
An' heather on the mnirlandgrew, 

An' tarns in glens did lie, — 
O* beanteons things like thae I dream'd % 

Whan I was herdin' kye I 

Sae weel I lo'ed a' things o' earth I — 

The trees — the buds— 4he flowers-^ 
The sun — ^the mune — ^the lochs an* glens — 

The spring's an' simmer's hours ! 
A wither'd wudland twig wad bring 

The tears into my eye : — 
Laugh on I but there are souls o' love 

In laddies herdin' kye ! 

O I weel I mind how I wad muse 

An' think, had I the power, 
How happy, happy I wad make 

Ilk heart the warld o'er ! 
The gift unendin' happiness — 

The joyfu* giver I ! — 
Sae pure an' haly war' my dreams 

Whan I was herdin' kye i 
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A siller stnam ^gUK9l>loY^ 

Ran through nfyboBom tihen ; 
It yeam'd to bless^a^ hittnaii tilings— 

To love a* Kvin* men I 
Yet scomfully the thoughtless ftile 

Wad pass the laddie by : 
But, O ! I bless the happy time 

Whan I was herdin' kye-l 



STEADFASTNESS. 

FouK sillerless may ca* us, — 
We ha^e unco little gear ; 

Our walth is gatherin' geyan slaw, — 
'Twill ne'er be great, I fear. 

But, though our lot be laigh aneuch, 
An' though our life be wae. 

We never yet ha'e faii'd a friend 

An' never fear'd a-fne I 
o 
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Although our parritch-eap be smaV 

To him wha needs it, yet 
We '11 spare a drap, an' wi' the lave 

A blessin' we will get. 
We 've fendit aye in days gane by — 

We '11 fend through monie mae — 
An' never fail a trustin* friend 

An' never fear a fae ! 

Though some fouk think that a'thing gude 

In palaces doth dwell — 
An' though the puir, to tempt and vex, 

Ha'e mair than I may tell — 
There 's ae thing yet — there 's twa things yet — 

To brag o' that we ha'e — ^ 

We never, never fail'd a friend 

An' never fear'd a fae ! 

Fouk sudna mind the raggit coat, 

Nor yet the homy ban', — 
'T is by the heart his breist doth hap 

That they sud judge the man. 
A^* ye ken there ai'e in cottages, 

Whar' puir fouk plackless gae, 
True hearts that never fail'd a friend 

An' never fear'd a fae ! 
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THE SWISS MOTHER TO HER SON. 

" Fleet is thy foot, my only son ; 

Thou art a moontain-^shild ; 
Thy mother's breasts have suckled thee 

'Mid rocks and deserts wild— ^ 
Where shouting winds the echos deep, 

In dells and caves awoke — 
Where every sound to Heaven that rose 

Of Freedom spoke ! 

*« Look up, my son I yon cloud-crown'd rock 

Is mantled o'er with snow ; 
And from its breast the avalanche 

Careering down doth go ! 
Look down I a thousand pleasant vales 

Are sleeping 'neath thine eye, 
And happy homes where Alpine streams 

Are rushing by ! 
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<' Look round, my son I your mother's cot 

Is peeping from the trees ; — 
Your sister, in its rose-wreath'd porch, 

Is kneeling on her knees ! — 
Look on our lightning-riven peaks — 

Our mountain-pastures lone ! — 
My only son ! what land of earth 

Isflbelhineown? 

" My noble ho]^ i£or audi a hmi 

Who would not ^dara aad Am f*^ 
Myaaon Iv*! see ifaf isweUhagdbieBSt*- 

I see thy-&»hn^«yel-x- 
Thy dsmkihasibecBi the ]n€»mlani«Btv»ani> 

Thou chamois, ihanter Am 1 
Thfw Irturoz^, j£ke thyiflm,vto ^ie 

For Liberty I 

*^Mj aoni AJidid is k)sl:aDd-w)n-^ 

A field for f3reedam^uglit>^«- 
The herdsmen ef «ifl* theosaiidiiilfas 

A mighty woiic lml||^na»ught : 
But^mail-csiad ave ihe Tynmiks yet, 

And mighty am die foe ! 
Avonse thee, then, heave Touih, and cry 

' For Uri, ho ! ' 
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<< My son I thy father lifeless lies ; 

But yet no tear I shed 1 
When we are free, thy mother, boy, 

Will monm the glorious dead I 
And thou ! — go take thy father's sword — 

To battle, with the firee I 
And fall or conquer, like thy sire, 

For Home and me !*' 

He hath buckled on his ftther's sword — 

My own, my noble boy — 
He hath tum'd him to the Switzer Camp 

With all a Freeman's joy. 
O ! hearts like his and hands like his 

Will free our Mountains grey I— . 
My daughter, with thy m^fther kneeV 

For him to pray ! 
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THE HiBRO. 

My Hof^ U Ba4ecik'd wt' jginrd^^ 

He has nae gUttfi^in' fiMe ; 
Renovn nfon « 6M •' Uuid 

In wae he has im wmtl 
He has Mie i^ctr im hks p(mdh 

Nae meaikb «t his )(m'; 
The Pr0«Mi o*-»iHii frae Um w^ tiwn^ 

An' bid him stand awsi' ! 

His coat is hame-spun hodden-grey — 

His shoon are clouted sair — 
His garments, maist unhero-like, 

Are a' the waur o' ^i^ff — 
His limbs are Strang — his shouthers braid — 

His hands war' made to plough — 
He 's rough without, but soun' within — 

His heart is bauldly true ! 
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He toils ftt<eVn, lie totlsat mdm — 

His wark is nervier thtau^ ^ 
A comin' life«' vrettry toil 

Is ever ki kis vmw i 
But OR be ttomsMrs, Jceepm' up 

His heart as -best he nmjr, 
An' proud to %» an bdiieit matt 

Until his dyin* tiay. 

His hame a hame o' happiness 

An' kindly love may be ; 
An* monie a nameless dwallin'-place 

Like his we a' may see. 
His happy altar-hearth so bright 

Is ever bleezing there ; • 

An* cheerfu' faces roun' it«et 

Af • an an€ttiditi' p^a^r ! 

The puir man, in his hjtfable haine^ 

Like GrOD, wha dwa&i ahv^, 
Mak's happy hdarte «i?Oiaad him thmfi^ 

Sae joyfu' lute ||| ftttue i 
Hk t«il in 4fiajr> hiRoil ^s kng ; 

But weary kiigbts an' days, 
Hame — haj^iyiws Am tP liis» 

A hunder-fauld. repays t 
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Gae mock at Conquerors an* Kings! 

What happiness gi'e they ? 
Gae tell the painted butterflies 

To kneel them down an' pray I 
Grae stand erect in manhood's prid( 

Be what a man should be — 
Syne come an' to m^ Hero bend 

Upo' the grass your, knee I 



THE MAID I DAURNA NAME 



IwiSHlwar'ahinny-bee, 

That I awa' might sing, — 
Upo' the buds o' a bonnie bower^ 

Whan tne e*enin' £i|^to hing, 
An' be bless'd wi' ae I^k o' a bonnie face 

Like the sun-glint on the fell — 
The face o* ane — a precious ane — 

Whase name I diioma tell i 
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I wish I war' a breathin' wind, 

That I might prie her mou', 
An' wai^der blessed by her side, 

The wuds an* valleys through; 
An' clasp her waist sae jimpy sma', 

Whar grows the muirland bell : 
An' pass ae hour o' luve wi' her 

Whase name I daurna tell. 

The laverock lo'es the simmer lift-^ 

The corncraik clover green — 
An* ^he mitiiier lo'^es ker .ibaioniels faoe, 

Whar' its faither's smile is seen — 
The Im^ lo'es *tlte .hamv^Mtn k^dg^ — 

The blcM^kblrd iVos Ae Ml-«- 
Bat mair tlmn a* I.fo'ei^ mind 

Whase lunne I diuuliateU. 

The misty moiniin' often brings 

A sunny afternoon ; 
An' Manrdi, wi' Imnds sae dbeety «auld, 

Leads SimnA May an' June ; 
An' maybe yet, or a' he dune, 

I 'dl happy be mysei', 
Whan she is nane— the ^nfecious ane — 

Whiae saane I ^daiinia tell. 
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THE POUK 0» OCHTBBGAEN. 

Happy, happy be their dwallin's^ 
By the bom aii' in the glen — 

Cheerie lasses, cantie callan's, 
Are they a* in Ochtei^iBen. 

Happy was my youth amo' them — 
Rantin' was my boyhood's hour ; 
A' the winsome ways aboot them, 
Noo, whan gane, I ^unber o'er. 
Chorus — Happy, happy be their dwallin's, 
By the bum an' in the glen — 
Cheerie lasses, cantie callan's, 
Are they a' in Ochtergaeoi 
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Weel I mind ilk wad an' biumie, 

Couthie hame an' muirland fiuild, — 
Ilka sonsie^ cheerfd' mither, 

An' ilk faitiier douce an' auld ! 
C%or««-*Happ7, happy be their dwallin's. 
By the bum an* in the glen — 
Gheerie lasses, cantie callan's, 
Are they a' in Ochtergaen. 

Weel I mind the ploys an' jokin's 
Lads and lasses used to ha'e — 
M unelicht trysts an* Sabbath wanders 

O'er the haughs an' on the brae. 
Chorus — Happy, happy be their dwaUin*6, 
By the bum an' in the glen — 
Gheerie lasses, cantie callan's, 
Are they a' in Ochtergaen. 

Truer lads an' bonnier lasses 

Never danced aneath the mune ; — 
Love an' Friendship dwalt amo' them, 

An' their daflin' ne'er was dune. 
Chorus — Happy, happy be their dwallin's, 
By the bum an' in the glen — 
Gheerie lasses, cantie callan's. 
Are they a' in Ochtergaen. 
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I ha'e l«lt thmii nooifmr evop ; 

Bal>. to. gcseUy wsdrlfiedmlyi b« : 
Better sing, an*' wisIl kind^ Heaven 

Frae a' dnle may. keep'tlMii ftiee. 
C%omi---Ha{^; happy be theif dwallin's, 
By. thabum- an' in the glen — 
Gheevie lasses, cantie callan's, 
Are they a* in Ochtergaen. 

Whare'er the pal^- o' life may lead, me, 

Ae thing 8ure-*«I wimia muie 
If I meet wi' hands an* hearts 

Like those o' oantie Oehtergaen. 
Cftoruj— Happy, happy be their dwallin's, 
By. the. bum an* in the glen — 
Cheerie lasses, cantie callan*s, 
Are they a* in Ochtergaen. 
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PIDDMIR JOHNNY- 

Alang by yon bum-side 

I saw him gang yestreen, — 
His fiddle upo' his back 

Was row'd in claith o* greem 
His wifie led her Johnny : — 

O' een she has got ane ; 
While he, for a* his mirth, 

Puir bodie ! has gat nane. 

He canna see a blink, 

Yet doesna greet an' grane ;, 
An' ither fouk he bauds 

Fu* cheerfu' but an' ben. 
A cantie spring he plays— 

A cantie sang he sings : 
The Fiddler weel is kent, 

For mirth wi' him he brings I 
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Monie a meny nicht 

The auld blind man has been 
WY great fonk in tbe W— 

Wv sma' fonk on the green. 
He '8 aye a welcome gnest 

Wharever he does gang, — 
They gi'e him meat an' claet. 

An* he gi'es them a sang. 

The fient a hair cares he 

For onie mortal bodie, — 
He '11 geek e*en at the Minister^ 

An* joke wi' laird an* lady ! 
The duddie plaid Pretence, 

He, laughin', rives in twa, — 
A fule an' knare the Fiddler 

A fnle an' knave doth ca' ! 

O ! leeze me on the Fiddler : 

If we had monie mae 
As blithe in heart as he. 

We wadna be sae wae ! 
An' gif^'Iike him, the truth 

To tell, we a' wad *gree, 
The warld whar' we live 

Wad micMe better be 1 
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THE TOON WHAE' I WAS BORN. 

The loch whar' first the streBBi doth rise 

Is bonniest to my e*e ; 
An* yon anld-warld hame o* youth 

Is dearest aye to me. 
My heart wi* Joy may up be heea'd^ 

Or doon wi' Sorrow worn ; 
But, O J it never can forget 

The toon whar^ I was bom ! 

The lowly hames beside the burn^ • 

Whar' happy hearts war^ growin' — 
The peasant huts whar' purely bright 

The light o' luve was flowin' — 
The wee bit glebes whar' honest men 

War* toilin' e'en an' mora — 
Are a' afore me, whan I mind 

The toon whar^ I was born. 
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O ! there war' bonnie faces there, 

An* hearts baith hie an' wann 
That neebors laved, an' strain'd fa' sair 

To keep a fnendfrae ham. 
Nae walth had they ; but something still 

They spared whan ane forlorn — 
The pair aold beggar bodie— ca'd 

The toon whar*" I was bom. - - 

The grey aold man was honoured there — 

The matron's words war* cherish'd ; 
An' honesty in youthfu' hearts 

By Age's words was noarish*d. 
An' though e^en there' we* c^oudna get 

The rose without the thorn, 
It was a happy, happy place, 

The toon whar • I was bom ! 

Yon heather-dieekit'hames war* blithe 

Whan winter nichts war^ lang — 
Wi' spinnin'-wheels, an* jolrin' lads, 

An* ilka lassie's sang. ^ ^ . 

At Handsel-Monday we had mirth. 

An' whan the har'st was shorn ' 
The Maidens cam',^-i't was cheerfii' aye, • 

The toon whar* I was bom. •' -• 
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I maict coa'd greets I am sae wae,*- 

The veiy wa's are gaae^ 
The aatunm-shilfie sits aa' ehiips 

Upo' ilk canld hearthatane — 
Ae aold «i]c4reey or maybe twa, 

Amang the wayin' oom, 
Is a* the marks that Time has left 

O* the toon whar' I was bom. 



THE HA' BIBLE. 

Chief of the Household Gods 

Which hallow Scotland's lowly cottage-homes ! 
While looking on thy signs 

That speak) though dumb, deep thought uponme comes-— 
With glad yet solemn dreams my heart is stirr'd, 
Like Childhood's when it hears the carol of a bird I 
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The Mountains. old atad loaF-^ 

The chainless Winds — ^ Streams dp pure and free^ — 
The GoD-enamel-d Flow«:i8 — 

The waving Forest — the eternal Sea- — 
The Eagle floating o'er the Mountain's hrow— 
Are Teachers all ; but O I they are not such as Thou I 

OI I could worship thee^r 

Thou art a gift a God of love might give ; 
For Love and Hope and Joy 

In thy Almighty-written pages live I — 
The Slave who reads shall never crouch again ; 
For, mind-inspired by thee, he bursts his feeble chain I 

God ! unto Thee I kneel, 

And thank Thee I Thou unto my native land — 
Yea to the outspread Earth — 

Hast stretch'd in love Thy Everlasting hand. 
And Thou hast grven £krth and Sea and Air — 
Yea all that heart can ask of Grood and Pure and Fair ! 

And, Father, Thou hast spread 

Before Men's eyes this Charter of the Free, 
That all Thy Book might read, 

And Justice love, and Truth and Liberty. 
The Gift was unto Men — ^the Giver God ! 
Thou Slave I it stamps thee Man — ^go spurn thy weary load f 
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Thou doubly-precious Book ! 

Unto thy light what doth not Scotland ow^? — 
Thou teachest Age to die, 

And Youth in Truth unsullied up to grow ! 
In lowly^homes a Comforter art thou — 
A Sunbeam sent from God — an Everlasting bow I 

O'er thy broad amj^e page 

How many dim and aged eyes have pored ? 
How many hearts o'er thee 

In silence deep and holy have adored? 
How many Mothers,, by their Infants^ bed, 
Thy Holy, Blessed, Pure, Child-rlovmg word» have read I. 

And o'er thee soft young hands 

Have oft in truthful plighted. Love been joined, 
And thou to wedded hearts , 

Hast been a bond — an altar of the mind ! — 
Above all kingly power or kingly law 
May Scotland reverence aye—- the Bible of the Ha' I 
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THE DOMINIB. 

Cam* ye e'er by our toon ? 

Danced ye e'er opo* its greeti ? 
The smeeky hames o' our toon 

8ae Uithesdme^ ka'e ye ever seen ? 
There's rantin''chields in our toon — 

The Wabster> Smith, asi' monie mae ; 
Bnt 'maaig die lads o' onr toon 

The foremost is the Dominie ! 

'Bout a' auld^fimant things he kens — 

The Gff^dcs an' bluidy Romains too ; 
An' ithers wi* auld-warld names 

That sairly crook a body's mou'. 
He kens the places far awa' 

Whare Black f6uk dwall ayont the sea ; 
An' how an' why the stamies shine 

Is weel kent to the Dominie ! 
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Wr mucklir VOirdtf Mi* wisdom-ndA "•' 

ThiBlflegjg^it fearfu* bairns he tales ; 

An' he can tell the Hebrew names 

O' amnries an* three-leggit stooh I 

A dead man's skull '^' gimin' teeth 

Frae oat the aald kirkyard has he : 
« 
For droll an' geyan fearsome things 

Hiere's nane can match the Dominie I 

0' beuks a warid he has read, 

An' wi' his tongue can fight like mad, 
Till ither fouk he sometimes mak's 

That they will nouther bind nor hand : 
And if they *re dour an winna ding, 

They're sattlin' soon he does them gi'e 
Wr words o' queer lang-nebbit speech— 

8ae learned is the Dominie ! 

There's yon auld soger, wha has been 

Whare oranges like bramels hing— 
There's ne'er a ane the Clachan o'er 

Can crack like him 'bout onie thing : 
They say that wi' the De'il he deak ! — 

It may be sae ; but even he 
Maun steek his gab when clinkin' ben 

At e'enin' comes the Dominie ! 
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An' sic a face he does put on 

On Sabbath whan he mg^ the l^nabn. ! 
The aold wives of the parishin 

Ase thinkin' him agospel Iamb. 
At waddin'sy when the lave are blithe, 

,Wi' anid fouk douoely sitteth he 
Till Minister an* Elders gang ;— 

But syne I— up bangs the Dominie t 

Frae cheek to chin — ^frae l^g to lug — 

The lasses there he kisses a% 
An* leaps an* dances, cracks his thooms, 

Nor hamewith steers till momin' daw ; 
An' whiles at e'en to our door-cheek 

He comesi an' sleely winks on me,*- 
Yestreen ayont the kailyard dike 

I 'greed to wed the Dominie ! 
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THE WANDERER. 

Whbre roam die feet of the Distant One — ^the Wanderer far 
away ? 

Doth a tropic forest shelter him from the blase of a tropic 
day? 

Doth he rest 'mong the glorious golden flowers of an In- 
dian ralley lone ? 

Doth he drink of the Arab's desert fount ? O I where 
hath the Wanderer gone ? 

He went forth from his father's house while Hope was 

burning in his heart — 
He went forth in joy while exultingly from his lips a song 

did part. 
Hath the Hope decay'd? Hath the Brightness fled ? Hath 

the spirit sorrow known ? 
Or rejoices he in the sunlight still ?«^0 ! where hath the 

Wanderer gone ? 
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Hath he dnmk the spirit-draught of Love from th^ eye ,tf 

an Indian maid ? 
Doth he linger now with a dear-loyed one in an Eastern 

forest's shade ? 
Hath he then foigot his infant dreams and his native 

mountains lone 
For the deep dark glance of a maiden*8 eye ? — O ! where 

hath the Wanderer gone ? 

Back to the streamisi of his youthhood's land, why hath nc^ 

the Wanderer come. 
To rejoice in his mother's smile again, and to sit in his 

father's home ? 
Hath his cheek grown pale ? Hath his eye. grown dim ? 

Doth he sleep beneath the stone ? ..... 
Is his noble heart all mouldering now ?• — O i where hath 

the Wanderer gone ? 

O ! sings he the songs of another land, or remembers he 

yet his own ? 
Hath the reil of dim Forgetfiolness on his once-warm heart 

been thrown ? 
Wliy tarries he where a sister-s eye hath never o'er him 

shone ? — 
Where a brother'^ voice he hath never heard ?— O ! where 

hath the Wanderer gone ? 
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Pure Stars ! as ye shrne with imsleepiDg eye^ can ye tell 

usougiit of him? 
Bright Snn J doth he watch in a distant land yonr Evening 

light grow dim ? 
Strong Winds ! have ye fann'd his cheek as o*er the earth 

ye have hurried on ? 
Son, Winds, and Stars J can ye answer ns ? — O ! where 

hath the Wanderer gone ? 

The sound of his foot shaU be heard no more in his mourn- 
ing Father's hall— 

His sweet young voice on his Mother's ear again shall never 
faU: 

His steed untir^ in the stable stands, and his hound may 
hunt alone ; 

For the wofnl voice of the Desolate calls, << O ! where hath 
the Wanderer gone?" 

In a coral cave of the dark green sea, the Wanderer's bed 

is made — ^--^' 

'MoDg the mysteries old of the mighty deep, the waves his 

couch have spread ; 
And the tempest sweeps o'er his watery grave with a drear 

and sullen moan^ 
And asksy with its vrildly wj^iltng voice, ** O t where hath 

the Wanderer gone ? " 
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MARY HAMILTON. 

A;s dreamin' in yon wild I lay, 

A spirit cam' afore me there,— 
Immortal seeoi'd its haly fonn, 

Frae Heaven sent, it was sae fain 
Its peacefd' presence sean'd to bring' 

Deep joy upo* yon forest lone : . 
But aye I sigh*d, thougii fair aneodi. 

Your nae like Mary Hamilton ! 

Her heart by Gudeness' sel* was made — 

Her laugh is like an angel's voice — 
Her sang o' sweetness lightsomely 

Crars Nature in her joy rejoice i 
Her een are staras o' living love, 

Whilk hallow a' they glint upon,— 
The wale o' precious womankind 

Is bonnie Mary Hamilton I 
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Wlian Life's mde storms are mgin' kie— 

An' Poverty sits by my door — 
Whan Wae is twinin' at my heart — 

An' Envy comits my failin's o'er — 
I 'm sad aneaeh ; but in a blink 

My gn^in' sorrow a' is gone, 
If ae kind glint on me fa' £rae 

The e'e o' Mary Hamilton* 

'Mong lowly fouk her hame is made ; — 

A puir m^'s bairn I wat is she ; 
But Love sits in her smeeky hame> 

An' kindly> kindly smiles to me* 
Like some BWitot rose 'mang heather brown, 

Upo' a barren mountain-throne. 
Is she within her faither's ha'— 

My beanie Mai^ Hamilton ! 

Let a' wha thinks if sic diere be, 

That Love an' Inooeence are dreams — 
That woman's heart is fause an' frail — 

That purest Gudeness aft but seems — 
That Muds are witches— -we the fules 

They oast their.cheatrie glamour on— - 
Oae, look on her, an' syne confess 

There 's truth in Mary Hamilton i 
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I wish upo* that bosky gl^n 
The tearfu' e'enin' dew war* oome— . 

I wish yon sun war' o'er the hill- 
That guishin' bnmie's watery dim«— 

I wish the wanderin' e*enin' wind 
War' whistlin' round the brekatis lone— 

That I might live anither hour 
O' love wi' Mary Hamilton. 



THE WIDOWS CHILD. 

You said my lip was red. Mamma ; 

You said my fiice was £eur ; 
You said my brow was white. Mamma, 
An' silken was my hair : 
An' you ca'd me your infant lassie sweet 
While I sat on the green grass at your feet ; 
An' you said, while laigh was your tearfiT mane, 
I was like my faithei* dead an- gane :<— 
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O i I aye ind like to be, Miunmii, 
Wlwl thou ou'd Iwre fu' we^l ; 

An' ever by your knee 

Your buim wed like to ku^l, Mamma, 
Your Imn wad like tu kMel 1 

Do you mind the eimmer-^ay, Mamma, 

'Whan through the wuds we went — 

Whau the e'enin' sunlight red. Mamma, 

Wi' the leaves sae green was blent ? — 
An' ye shawed me the wild«wud burdies a' — 
The Lintie green an* the Wren sae ama' ; 
An' I heard ilk singer ohaunt its sang, 
The green green leaves an' buds anuuig : 

Au', O I their sangs war' sweet, Mamma, 

An* their life was blithe an' free ; 
An' tii^e 's ane I there did meet, 
Whilk i wad like to be. Mamma, 
Whilk I wad like to be ! 

It's no* the Lintie green, Mamma ; 

An' it 's no' the Robin grey ; 
An' it's no' the little Wren, Mamma, 

Nor the Mavis on the spray ; 
But, O ! it 's the bonnie wee Groodlin Doo, 
That chnrm'd its sang whar' the beeches grew — 
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Wi' its downy wing aa' its glossy breast, 

An' its lovin* heart, an* its forest nest : — 

An' thoog^my lip be red, Mamma, 

An' tbongh my face be fur, 
I wish my hame war' made 
Wi' the bonnie Wild Doo there, Mamma, 
Wi' the bonnie Wild Doo there ! 

If I had the Wild Doo's wing. Mamma, 

I far awa* wad flee, 
Whar' my Faither, whom ye mourn. Mamma, 

Is watchin' thee an* me I 
An' I wad press his lips to mine. 
As ye aften press my cheek to thine — 
I wad say to him my e'enin' prayer. 
An' drap to sleep on his bosom there ! 

Syne back yonr wee Croodlin Doo, Mamma, 

Wad come to its Mither*s hand. 
An' tidingis bring to yon 

O' that far an' better laud, Mamma, 
O' that far an' better land ! 
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THE FALSE ONE. 

Th£y taold me thou hadst Pithless grown.* 

That gowd had wiled thy luTe firae me ; 
But my fond heart was cmurtant stall, 
. An' thought that false ye codna be- 
lt thought that Truth an* Constancy 

Within thy bosom dwallers were«- 
My Love nae ill of thee could think : 
An' art thou then sae fause an' fair ? 

My weary feet ha'e wandw'dhfiir» 

That I might gaaie upo' thy brow — 
That I might sit wi' thee again 

Whar' mountain-bumies onward row. 
An' hath it come to this ? But now 

Ye pass'd me wi' a heedless air : 
An' can it be that I ha'e lo'ed 

A thing sae very fiuise an' fair? 
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An' hast thou then forgot the time 

Whan baimies, we thegither ran 
Upp' the wild bhie-berrie braes, 

Whar* Simmer's breath the birks did fan ?- 
Hast thon forgot the lilies wan, 

Wi' which I aften decked your hair ? — 
An' how I watch'd your in^Euit sleep ? — 

An* art thou then aaa fause an* fair ? 

Your i^btad vows are hrokeA a'-*^ 

Tba maideB«>TOwa ye gare to me ; 
Ye ha'e forifot the hasel-gleib*** 

Ye ha*e forgot the trysthi' tree*..- 
Whar'^nndttr Heaven's open e'e, 

Ye liston'd lo my young hearf s prayer. 
How oon'd ye^ lass, b^foile hm sae ? 

How oomtd ye prove sae fonse an' lair ? 

I see thee cast thy son4ike smilea 

O'er yon fomd heart that doats on thine :*— 
May Joy aye dwall wi* him an* thee, 

Thonghy laaslo, thou hast bvelMn mine. 
Yet, e'er tiky Inve I a' resign— 

The sight o' thee for evermair-* 
WV tearfii' e'e I speer if ane 

Can live sae veiy flnise an* ftir ? 
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RUINS. 

AoAiN&T the sky these walls their shadows cast, 
Tottering and crumbling in their mossy'age, 

Like dim remembrances of moments past. 
Which Time hath almost swept from Memory's page : 

Long ages they have faced the bitter blast, * 
As the stem Stoic bear's the world's rage ; 

But now the ceaseless breath of cold Decay 

Is wasting them, like snows of Spring, away ! 

Four walls-— four roofless walls ! — and thb is all 
That Desolation's gathering hand hath left ! 

Of tower, and pinnade, and gilded hall,— 
The roof is gone— the wall of rock is deft-— 

The moonlight through each crevice down doth fall, 
Giving the spider light to weave its weft ! 

Is this the end of Pride, and Pomp,, and Power?— 

The vanity and glory of an hoar ! 
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Is this the hearth round which have often met 
The Yonng, the Fair, the Manly, and the Gay ? — 

Is this the hall where Dancers oft were set 

With joyoos Mirth, till broke the lagging day ? 

Are these the chambers of loxurions state, 

Where men were far too proud to kneel and pray ? 

Is this the home where Joy both loud and free 

From year to year so blithesome used to be ? 

Is this the hearth? A tree with fruit and flowers 
Doth o'er it spread its branches, budding green ! 

Is this the hall ? The nettle bnildeth bowers 
Where loathsome toad and beetle black are seen ! 

Are these the chambers ? Fed by dankest Bhow^*s 
The slimy worm hath o*er them orawling been I 

Is this the home ? The owlet s dreary cry 

Unto that asking makes a sad reply i 

Where are the bright young eyes that here have beam'd? 

Where are the happy hearts that here have beat ? 
Where is the Warrior, grim and proud who seem'd ? 

Where is the sitter in the Old Man^s seat? 
Where is the Joy, that, like rich sunlight gleam'd? 

Where are the faces i^r, the nimble feet ? 
Where is the Love, the Glory, and the Light, 
That here had built for them a temple bright ? 
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Bright eyes are diniy aad mouldering in the day ; 

The happy hearts are moTeless eyermore; — 
The Warrior ? — Death hath met him in the fray ; 

The Old Man sits no longer by the door ; 
The light of Joy grew dim, and pass'd away ; 

Fair hcea keep not now the smile they wore ; 
Now Love, and Light, and Glory, all have gone ; 
And nought remains but moss-dad dreary stone ! 

Is this the whole ? and has this work been wrought 
To fill our hearts with gloom while dwelling here ? — 

Amid decaying ruins have we sought 

And found no seardi-rewarding jewel near ? — 

No I we have leam'd a lesson cheaply bought-r- 
A lesson whidi our gloom doth brightly cheer, — 

That though this earth be Woe and Vanity, 

There is a Brighter Land beyond yon Holy Sky ! 
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JANET. 

I *LL mak' a fire upo' the knowe, 
An' blaw it till it foleese an' lowe ; 
Syne in 't I *11 ha'e ye bnint, I trow, — ^ 
Ye ha'e betwitch'd me, Janet ! 

Your een in ilka stam I see — 
The hale nicht hing I dream o* thee — 
The bonnie Untie on the lea^ 
I liken to you, Janet ! 

Whan leaves are green an' fresh an> fair — 
Whan blithe and sunny is the air — 
I stroke my beard, and say they 're rare ; 
But naething like yon, Janet ! 
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'T was but yestreen, as I gaed hame. 
The Minister said, « What 's your name ?" 
My answer— 'deed I may think shame — 
Wasy << Sir, my name is Janet I" 

Last Sabbath, as I sang the Psalm, 
I fell into an unco dwam, 
An* naething firae my lips e'er cam' 
But << Janet ! Janet I Janet !" 

I Ve fonghty I 've danced, an' dmcken too ; 
But nane o' tliae are like to do ; 
Sae I maun come an' speer at you, 
' << What ails me, think ye, Janet T 

I '11 sune be either dead or daft, 
Sic drams o' luve frae you I Ve quafTd ; 
Sae lay aside your woman-craft — 
Ha'e mercy on me, Janet ! 

An' if ye winna, there's my loef, 
I 'U gar the Provost lead a proof, 
An* pit ye 'neath the To*buith roof: 
Syne what wiU ye do, Janet ? 

R 
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I '11 make a fire nfo' the knowe^ 
An' blaur it till it bleese an' lowe ; 
Syne in 't I 'S ba'e ye brunt, I trow- 
Ye ha'e bewitcb'd me, Janet ! 



THE DYING MAipEN. 

The winds are songhin' o'er the hills, 

The bonis come goshin* doon— i> 
The kelpie in the drumlie, weel 

Is singin' his eerie croon ! 
Sae sharp an' canld the nipin' sleet 

Blaws o'er the leafless lea, 
An' Death, fine out the darksome grare, 

Is callin' upo* me ! 
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i mitheri stand ye al my keid — 
Gang, sister^ to my feet ; 

Ao', Willie^ 8it by my bedside^ 
But dimia mane an*^ greet. 

1 wad like to look on those I luve^ 

Sae kng as I can see^—- 
As the snaw-dn^ hdes 'mang the lai^e ava\ 
Sae I wad like to dee I 

O ! this is a bricht an* glorioas^earth» 

An* I ha'e lo*ed it weel— 
I ha*e lo'ed to sleep on my midier*s breast, 

By my mither's knee to kneel: 
An' I ha'e lo'ed thee, sister fUr, 

Wi* mair than a aster's hive ; 
An' how I lo'ed thee, WiDie dear, 

The Angels ken abnye i 

An' I ha'e dream'd o' comin' years, 

Whan ane we twa should be — 
Whan Grief should sadden, Joy rejoice, 

Alike baith thee an' me->- 
Whan we shonld bear ae heart, ae hope^ 

Ae burden^ an' ae name ; 
An' gang a-iield th^duHr aye, 

An' come thegithur hamel 
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An' I ha*e dream'd o* bairnieg fair, 

Wi' een as blithe as thine — 
An' hair like gowd, an' rosie lips, 

An' lovin* hearts like mine : 
An I ha*e heard their voices sweet 

Say " Mither I*' nnto me, 
An' seen them turn an' smiiin' say, 

" My Faither !" unto thee ! 

An', Willie, ae fond wish ha'e I— 

Though I wad like awa* — 
To live, that I my luve for thee 

Sae measureless might shaw. 
My luve for thee ! it can be known 

To mine own heart alone, — 
A star o' luve an* gladness, thou 

For ever o'er me shone I 

My voice is wearin* faint an* low ; 

SAe, Willie, ere I gang. 
You '11 promise me, whan I am laid 

The kirkyard yird amang. 
To come at e'en, whan o'er the glett 

The birks their shadows cast. 
An' sit upo* my grave, an' think 

O' me an' maments past. 
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Awa% awa\ to yonder Land, 

My saal is wantin' noo ; 
But, 'mid yon Haliness an' Joy, 

I '11 aye be watchin' yon ; 
An', if alane ye e'er be left. 

In sickness or in wae, 
Mind, Willie, that a spirit's hand 

Doth lead ye nicht an^ day. 

Kiss ance again this bumin' brow ; 

An' lat me look upon 
The lip— the eheek— <-the haoel eye 

I Ve prized in maments gone ! 
My mither I ope the easement wide 

That I may seethe lea 
Whar' go wans grow :«-The Gates o' Light 

Are open noo to me ! 



y Google 



19& 



MY MITHER MAUNA KEN. 

Come sleely ap the bumie's side 

Whan stamies &pe their een. 
An' quietly through the winnoek keek^ 

But say to nane, Gude-e'en! 
An' creep alang ahint the dike, 

Whar' nane can hear or see ; 
For 1 my Minnie mao|ia ken . 

That ye come courtin' meJ 

Ye '11 wait nae lang till out I slip; 

Syne gi'e a boast or twa> 
An' sune I '11 sitdn' be wi' you 

Aside the kailyard-wa' I 
But there ye mauna keep me lang^ 

Wi* fleechin' words sae slee; 
For O I my Miimie mauna ken 

That ye come courtin' me I 
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At kirk or market. whan we meet^ 

If I sbould pass ye by^ 
And seem to tkink ye fiar ower laigh 

To catch a maiden's eye. 
Ne'er gloom at me, as ance ye did, 

Nor think I lightly thee ; 
For O ! my Minnie maona ken 

That ye come courdn' me ! 

My Mither brags o' a' her lands, 

Her mailens, an' her gear : 
My brithers o' their sister fair 

Are boastin' late an' ear ; 
An' kent they wha that sister lo'ed, 

Their hate wad follow thee ; 
An' sae my' Minnie manna ken 

That ye eome conrtin' me I 

It may be gnde to live in walth — 

To walk in claithing braw; 
But O i a leal young heart's first lure 

Is better than it a* : 
Than a% ae glint o' luye frae thee 

Is dearer to my e'e ; 
But O ! my Minnie mauna ken 

That ye oome courtin' me I 
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The time is oohihk' rowui tkatKt 

Whan I willeirefwaane; 
Bui tak' dM laidie whoB I Ime^ 

I never luTed bat uuu 
A yett or twa vitt amt guag hy, 

An' syne TH foUov tlee^ 
Althongk my Mumie nuama ken 

That ye aume ooartin' me. 



Come slMliy up the hunde's side 

Whan stanes ope their een. 
An' quietly tinpsa^ the winnodi keek^ 

But say to nmey CMe e'en ! 
An' csrwf akaig ahint the dike> 

Whare aMie sao; hear or see; 
For O ! BKy Mande m— aa ke» 

That ye come couvCia' aae ! 
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THE MOUNTAIN ORPHAN. 

A PICTURE of some olden &y — 
A fairy in its charmed ring — 
A creature all delight and joy— r 

Is that lone mountain-thing. 

Around her widow-mother's home 

Among the mnirs she roameth wild : 
Free as their winds — fur as their flowers — 
Is that pure joyous child. 

C^Jmly at night she re^teth her 

Upon her mother's downy knee ; 
And on her breast she sleepeth sweet — 
An orphan infant she« 
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And up she liseth in the monii 

And o'er the wilds she wanders lone^ 
And sitteth by their broom-hid streams : 
Companions she hath none. 

Companions I yea, the grass — ^the flowers — 
The sunlight blithe— the heather brown — 
The very moss that on the mnirs 

The wind-beat cn^fpi doth crown — 

The liying stars that gem the sky<-» 

The gales that soothing murmur on — 
The golden broom*-are nnto her 
Companions every one I 

The grass springs freshly up where she 

The long long somm^-day is playing ; 
The flow^reto nod their heads in joy 

Where she is blithely straying. 

Yea, that old mnirland desert wild ^ 
. That in its hoary age doth rest, 
Seems smiling softly while die sits 
Upon its nigged breast. 
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When on the lul]$ that litde maid 

Is ttraying while her song she siags, 
The gladness of her little heart 

Through Nature's silence rings. 

The glens and stream-bmks are her home, 

And Nature is a nurse to her; 
The sounds that £ram its lips doth oome 
Her infiunt spirit stir. 

O'er muir— through glen— hy rashy pool — 

Untended still she seems to gO; 
But God doth watch that infant'^ feet 
While wandering to and fro. 

Sweet muirhnd child I my heart hath leapt 

While gazing on each smmy tress — 

Thy glowing face*-thy qparkUng eyes— 

Thy ample happiness. 

The joy of hearts that know no guile 

Hath shed its glory over thee : 
Thou art — ^what great and wise are not — 
As happy as a bee. 
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Yea, many, who> to gather gold, 

And hoary wisdom, long hare toiTd, 
Would wish to be again like thee. 

Thou pure and happy child. 

The mountain-winds have taught thee joy'; 

The flowers have taught thee purity ; 
liOYe, Hope, and Truth, the lips of earth 
Have sweetly taught to thee. 

Child of the mountains ! may Deceit 

Ne*er darken that blithe heart of thine ! 
May thou aye be a star of love 

Upon this earth of ours to shine ! 

May CrOD aye guard thee, infant sweet I 

While on the muirlands thou dost tarry, 
And keep thee in thy mother's home, 

Thou bright young mountain fairy ! 
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THE ALPINE GLEN. 

I SEE it now ! — 
A fyary valley far among the Hills, 
Which seem'd to hold it in their rough emhrace — 
Stem Giants of the old and nigged times, 
Stndning pure Beauty to their rocky l»>easts. 
The ragged mountain-peaks look'd down in joy 
Upon its placidness, like savages » 

Watching the sleep of some lone innocent* 

Sweet things were in its bosom, 
Pure as the thoughts which haUow Childhood's heart : 
A silver stream leapt down from rock to rock 
into that vale ; and having sunn'd itself 
Amid its beauty — as a tear might sleep 
In joy awhile upon a maiden's cheek- 
It wander'd on its way, afar from thence, 
And seem'd the while to sing a monmisg song, 
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Lamenting sad that home of youth and love. 

And on that streamlet's hanks the haasel grew 

With shining nuts rich clustered 'mong its leaves. 

And golden-tassel'd hroom, on which the Wren, 

The mountain Linnet, and the Rohin grey, 

Had made their home of Beauty and of Joy ; 

And here and there, amid the broom and heather. 

Were spots of softest grass — sweet resting seats. 

Like fleecy clouds within a summer sky : 

Then over all uprose the glorious hills — 

The kings of earth — ^^with crowns of craggy rocks — 

With sceptres made of heaven-planted oaks — 

With voice of thunder — yea, whose weeping tears 

Were torrents foaming o'er their rifted rocks I — 

Beneath their feet that pleasant glen was lying, 

And on their breasts, where heath and heath-flower grew. 

The sheep were feeding and the wild-birds singings 

While on their heads, where sunshine ever sat, ^ 

Spreading its hair of gold o'er'half the earth. 

The never-shackled deer was roaming free ! 

Many a summer day 
Have I been sporting in that Highland glen. 
Hunting the twittering birdB amid its broom, 
Or slumbering softly 'mong its downy fern ! 
And in that childhood's hour I <^en felt 
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Deep awe fall o'er my heart, while gazing on 

All that the hand of God had planted there. 

I saw the Hills living in sunshine, 

And the things that there, free and unfetter'd, 

Had made their mountain-homes of heauty rare, — 

Where Peace seem'd laid to sleep 'mid mountain-flowers, 

While Joy reclined beside the bloonung couch i 

How many times have I, upon the peak 
Of yonder mouBtain, dream'd whole hours away, 
Giving the creatures of the brain a name — 
A form — a dwelling-place ! 

I made that glen what Eden was of old,— 
I planted it with rich and glorious flowers, 
Crather'd from farthest lands beneath the sun r 
I hung its trees with spices fragant as 
The breath of fifteen years ; while o'er its rocks 
The palm-tree stretch'd its branches proudly forth.- 
There grew the vine, the olive — ^ye% each tree, 
And plant, and fruit, and flower, that God hath set 
Upon this blessed.earth ; and 'mid the whole 
Two things of love did dwell — ^two angel things. 
Created from my own young loving heart ; — 
Dream-creatures were they ; but, O I fair and good 
And beautiful I 
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Again !-« 
And that lone glen would be a batde^eld,— 
Two noble hosts wonld there engage each other : 
That mountain*streamlet would be running blood ; 
Ten thousand hearts would there be ever cold ; 
And far away, o*er many a land of woe. 
There would be grief in twice ten thousand homes ; 
And then wonld come the shouting and the pomp — 
The Conqueror, with thousands in his train, 
Treading unheeding o'er the heads that fell 
A sacrifice to vanity ! 

Anotiier change !— 
And olden Egypt's Land was rising there , — 
The mighty mountains, hidden by the clouds^ 
Grew wide, earth-covering, heavennseeking pyramids 
Holding the dust of demi-gods within 
Their roomy bosoms ; and that mountain-stream 
Seem'd changed into the wide fruit-giving Nile ; 
And on its billows navies floated gay, 
With golden streamers dancing in the gale 
That came with perfumed breath, carrying along 
Upon its winged shoulders — ^mighty sounds — 
The murmur'd voice of Thebes the God of Cities ; 
And there vast temples, heaven-like, proudly ) 
The pristine glory of these ruin*d fanes 
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Which men from many lands yet look upon 

With awe and wonder. And millions more 

Of dim and passing things — the types and forms 

Of wild Idolatry—of Egypt's Gods— 

And pillars hewn from the hearts of mountains — 

And wealthy and power, and wild magnificence — 

Seem*d stretch*d away unto the world's end, 

Until the soul grew weary of the view ■» \ 

Of its own dream-! 

Then all these irisions old would pass away ; 
And I would see what there had often been, — 
The stem old Eathers of my native land 
Praying together in that mountain^glen, 
Which seem*d a temple fitted for the free-^ 
Fitted for those who call'd no man their master ; 
Who bow*d the knee to God — and GrOD alone ; 
Whose hearts were stem for Freedom, as the rocks, 
And high for good, as towering cloudy peaks. 
O ! I have look'd in dreams upon the band 
Of mountain worshippers, until my voice 
Hath lifted up itself unwittingly 
And chaunted forth their holy martyr-psalm, 
While Edio started from her rocky bed, 
And call'd to me again, as if beseeching 
Once more to hear the words of long ago i 
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Sweet moantaiii-glen I wild gkn of lMroom[aiM| heather^! 
How can I else but love thee ! Though my feet 
Be wandering hr from thee, my eye still rests 
Upon thy simple beantyi and my ear 
Is fiU'd for erer with thy streamlet's song! 
O ! when my eye it ^Bm, my heart is cold, 
I wish my head may rest beneath thy tnrf ! 
In death, methinks it were a pleasant thing 
To sleep whare mountain-streams are ever flowing — 
Where mountain-flowers are ever springing up — 
Where mountain-winds are breathing soifiliiy on — 
' Where monntun-birds are twittering to and fro— ^ 
Where sheep are bleating, ai^d where deer are straying-* 
Where all that Nature lores of pure and good 
Hath made a resting-place, a home of Joy I 
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THE MOTHER'S MONODY. 

O I SHE was the joy of her 'fiithei^s home — 

The light of her mother's eye : 
Yet she mouldare now in the lonesome grave ; 

For the pure and good can die. 
She was more akin to the Land above 

Than the tearftd earth Mow ; 
And there Uves not a fiurer spirit bow 

In the bliss she hath wandered to. 

I saw her bttd,;^like a preeions ilower> 

From infancy to yontb^ 
As fair and pore as the rosy sky 

Of the bright and fragrant South ; 
And I saw her lored in her ftther's honse. 

With a lore earth ne'«* sarpass'd : 
And I saw Decay, dreari dark, and cold. 

O'er her youth ito l^jhting < 
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But O I she munaur'd not to leave 

This earth and the dwellers there— 
Her parents loved or her sisters young, 

With whom she had knelt in prayer : 
But she droop*d with a smile upon her brow, 

Which meekly seem'd to say, 
Why weep ye, mother dear for me ? — 

tt is best to be away ! 

And she would channt thelovesome songs 

She had wont in joy to ung ; 
Their tones doth yet in her mother's ear, 

With a wofhl cadence ring ; 
And she would kiss the cheek and lip 

Of her sisten, loyed so well; 
And the joys of yon future Land of Love 

To their infant ears would tell. 

Oil saw her wither day by day,. 

And nightly saw her pine ; 
Yet I could not save— was e'er a lot 

So wofal sad as mine? 
I saw her grow more beauteous still, 

As the. day of death came near. 
Till my daughter a spotless angel was 

Ere she left her dwelling here ! 
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And the last sad glance from her dear dark eye. 

On her grieving parents fell ; 
And she was away to the hotter Land 

She had ever loved so weU ; 
And her sisters wept ; and her Other's eyes 

With tears of grief were full ; 
But they forgot, while her mother's heart 

Remembers her daughter still I 

O ! I had hoped that her kindly hand 

My dying eyes should close ; 
That upon my grave she would often sit 

Where the grass of the churchyard grows ; 
And when long, long years had pass'd away, 

And her hour of death had corner 
That her mother's voice in that better Land 

Should welcome her daughter home I 

But I am left in this vale of tears, 

And she to the Good hath gone ; 
And my daughter s eye, 'mid her holiness, 

My grief is looking on ; 
And I would weep, for my heart is sore ; 

But her soul would my sorrow see ; 
And I dry my tears, and I seek to go. 

My Mary, unto thee ! 
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THOUGHTS AND FANCIES. 

NO. I. DESPONDENCY. A SONNET. 

'* ShaU I be cruBh'd, 
While in Eternity there 's standing room ? " 

O ! I am weary of this grief-fianght life, 
With all its burdens of down-Gmshing care — 
Its joyless peace-— its eyer-shouting strife — 
Its day dark doudedi, even when most fair : 

I wish this weary spirit were away " 
From all this Change and Woe and empty Noise, 
Where Grief comes often, and where Gladness cloys- 

Where Friendship changes, and where Love doth lay 

Its trost on shadows — ^yea, where Hope doth glow 
To bum the heedless heart it shineth on — 

Where Disappointment, clad in garb of snow, 
Snatches our hoped-for Blessings every one ! 

Cold Earth I I'll lay me down npon thy breast, 

And dying, go to^GoD, and be at rest ! 
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NO. II. MILTON. A SONNET. 

Blind, glorions, aged Martyr, Saint, and Sage I 
The Poet's mission God reveal'd to thee. 
To lift men's souls to Him^ — to make them free — 

With Tyranny and Crossness war to wage — 

A worshipper of Truth and Love to be — 

To reckon all things nought but these alone — 

To nought but Mind and Truth to bow the knee — 
To make the soul a love-exalted throne ! 

Man of the noble spirit ! — Milton, thou 

All this didst do ! A living type thou wert 

Of what the soul of man to be may grow — 
The pure perfection of the love-fraught heart I 

Milton ! from 6oD*s right hand, look down and see, 

For these, how men adore and honour thee I 



THE END. 
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